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Britons attend, I fins in merry lay 
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. night — 
Barbers 1 have loft my wig 
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Good people I tell you no SORE IF 4 
Gently ftir and —＋ the fire 


Ci ve (ſaac the nymph who no beauty 6 can beaft 
Go high, go low, in c ry fate 
Good peopie draw near | — 
G roſper well great Cb — 
Guardian angelt now prote 3 me — 
Going to fer my father the other day — 
Give ear, and a comical flory Il tell — 


How flands the glaſs around — 
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4 ame young e Inch bin is 


1 have a tenement to lett 


Fockey ſaid io Jenny, Fenny wilt thou f 
feng ye a ſong, it is my intention 
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Ima good fellow, a ruby a, d. fot 
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DOURALING. 


NE morai in the ark- parade, 
O | To view the roops p tripꝰd a maid} 


ptain came in p 
2 by the ſoldiers fide 3 - 
e 4 
y tor you and your company, (4, 
1 are Fl gre you 3 good 2 you bring 4 4 


If you dare engage my, A 4 
And as the caſt her eyes about. = 
She {py'd a piper peeping out, 5 
Between him two little drummers lay, | * 4 


The pipe ſhe ſeiz d and began to play; | 252 
The reer before, kept fl th tent door, 


ive o'er and o'er, 
nes Jr as 
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* 
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As you were, ſays he; to the rear, fays ſhe, 

To the right and left open, my dear, favs he; 
There's room, ſhe reply d, if you dare venture in. 
And quarters good in my D i | 
The engineer, reſolv'd to e' ercome, 

Along with two ſhelis fix'd to a bomb, 

The ſiege began, the match did lay. 

And ſoon he gain'd. the cover'd way ; 

He batter d in his breach, but miſs' d his reach, 


His faggot too ſmall to fill the ditch : 


So, ſhe off with diſdain did the engineer fli 
_ | 


| | THE MERRY SAILOR. 
pleaſant a failor's life paſſes, 


ZBut ſkilful * ſteers right. 
Cho. Then why ſhould, &c. | = 
The courtier's more fubje& to dangers, : 514.2) 
Who rules at the helm of the tate, _ 
Than we, Who to politics ſtrangers, WD 


* Pos 
17 
— %; * 
. * 4 4 
we * 
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greater, 
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Ss O N G. 
_ Written by the lane Harry Howard. 3 24 
8 Billingſpate Nan was adjuſting her fn. 
dp min 'Y 


Behold the young | 
Rad ak ihe vanes e 


As ; * 
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, 
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[ 4] 
With a ſnap of her fingers, and turn of her 
She anſwer d, ſhe knew very well what he ſaid ; 
Bat the bargain at preſent was not quite the thing, 
As ſhE'd got a large ſtock of moſt excellent ling. 
| Derry down, Te. 


My maid, then cry'd Jack, who was ty'd by love's 
tether, 

Let us put our commodities now both together, 

My cod and your ling, if you'll take my advice, 

W 


Derry down, Oc. | 


As red as a lobſter her countenance grew, 
Not ſalmon had ever fo charming a hue ; 


That 8 fiſh for her always, he ſwore bets © 


© And, without more ado, hd «ſack of ber ol. 
8 Derry down, Sc. 


© He found by the finack, ſhe was ready to melt, 


. And call'd her his gudgeon, his cray-fiſh, and 


33 * His net in the Thames while be 


>To his boat then he took her, and puſh'd off his 


keel, 
1 juſt like to an eel. 
E: Ry 6. 


leaves, 
not in the leaſt fearful of wind or waves ? * 


Plump Nan with her baſket makes vocal the frecte, 
TC her fine fiſh 10 each 8 


5 . 


11 
Induftrious and chearful they paſs ev day, 
There is few in high tife are fo happy as * 
„ eee and will 


She's pleas'd with his cod, he's pleas'd with her 
E Derry down, Cc. 
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FA Pretty French millener ow'd me ſome money 

Which he promas'd to pay in a manner quite 
funn 

She told him one day, in a manner bewitching, oj 
Monfieur, me will pay you your money in ſtitching. 

| Derry ** . 


* Me can make you ſome ſhirts a la- mode Paree, 
Vid the ruffle ſv nue you never did fee : 
Mine trade is to hem, and to whip, and to flith, . 
K Repondez, Monſicur, you look black as prih. a 
. „ Oc. 4 
s ek hey I weaned ne refitis i Bihin,” 3 
Reſolving no more to deal with ſuch flirts ; 
She quickly reply'd, den monſieur, if, you won't, 
„ den me never can ſettle my conte. 
Derry down, down, &c. 


1 6 1 
s O N G. 
| A SONG UPON £OKCS. 


1OME every briſk ſoul, 
Who delights in a bowl, 

In mirth, er what to it belongs ; 

While here I rehearſe, 


To piraſe you, a ſong upon ſongs, | 


But firſt I declare, 
To him that will hear, 
This little original ſong, 
Let him think what he will, 
Nought offenſive or 1:1 | 
Is contain'd in my ſong upon ſongs. 


Great ſtateſmen conceal 


By writing a ſong upon ſongs, 


Tue boifterbus knave, 
Who preten s to be brave, 


LT 9 


While I, with low aim, 
Aſpire to fame, 

In ſcribbling a ſong upon ſongs. 
Pry rod my "3 


Guitars with ſome ſuit, 
Some a hdd ie or flute, ond 
And ſome love a poker tongs ; 
Some admire duetios, ; 
And other cantatos, : 
And others my ſong upon ſongs. 


Let all who've the wes, 
Buy this magazine, 


Such property wit him 
"T'wa:! give them a cure, 


As certain and jure 
As this a ſong upon ſongs. 


But if you proceed, 


And continue to tend, 


Each ſong which to this book beloogs ; 
| 13 own, 1 believe, 


e 


ee. 
s 0n G. 
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| between Mynbeer Eupharſon, and Mynbeer vw 
flawken. 


ſtand at de doors, but Mynbeer Y anſlaw- 
—_ Zo, Mynheer Van- 
to ſay to me, vat is de matter you nefer* 
to the Veen's Head at 7zal/ca, to play 
Dutch robers. So I ſay to him, I 
ut I vill go ſome me or an- 


N 

de game at the 
vas go dere, 

Zo, 


never vas 

3 I vas got ne er a vifes. Zo he ſay to me 
1 "7nd. you keep a fauker- womans —yes, fair, 
| 2 „Il vas a fauker-womans to be ſure, 
| fair. Zo den he ſay to me, vel, vel, pring your 
þ * Tauker-womans along vid you.—Zo I go into 
Maerz. Lane, I felh mine fauker-womans and 
away ve vas go to the Veen's-Head, at Jealſea, yeſt 


- and his vifes, and his viſes broders, and 2 
ile, and his fauders and mothers. So Myn 

beer he vas ſay to me, fair, [ vil play 
Sw you at , the Dutch robers for any monie, Zo 


Eval at de younk fauker womans, as was to 2 


The celebrated Dutch and German DIALOGUE, 


was, going by de Tirteen Cantons, dat i: 
11 peef, who 


b 
he zay to me, come now, come now, 
1 along vid you. Zo I ſay to 


Py his Majeſty's bon-houſe. Ven ve vas come dere, 
dere was Mynheer V anſſa ruten Mynheer Vandyſon, 


ay ve vas go at it, and vile he vas look over de 
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| > af 

tip all nine: by got that vas not fair, ſays Myn- 
heer Fanſawken—Yes fair, ſays I, dat vas very fair ' 
—Vell, vell, fays Mynbeer Parflawtken, I cou'd not 
ſte, I had not eyes in mine 4urſt. Zo den he 2ay,: 
he. vou'd play anoder game along mid we. Zo 1 
play anoder games — and anoder ——and anoder, 

— by got I vas beat him every one. Zo he ſaid he 
voud play no more games, but voud go into de 1 
behind de bar, and hafe a tankard of de ſhmi 
beers, and baper of de ſhmoiſt tobacco. Zo in the 
mean vile, my fauker- vomans vas in de bar, along 
mid de vomans of de houſe, and madam Van ſſaaulen. 
Zo de vomans of de houſe, vas ſay to mine fauker- 
woman:—madam vil you pleaſe to come and ſhit 
down by me. Zo mine tauker-voman's was ſhit 
down by de voman's of de houſe, and the vomans 


of de houſe vas ſhit down by mine fauker-voman's. } 
Zo de voman of de houſe ſhe ſay to madam Fan- _. 


flawken, and mine fauker-voman, ladies, vill on 
hafe a trop of a trams. Zo by got, they drink five - 
or ſix trams a piece, dey vas very ſoper vomans to 


be ſure. Zo in de mean time Mynheer 7auflawer 


vas tumble into a great diſpute, about viſh vas de 
mans, de Hon. Mr. Pin, or the Hon. Mr. 
ex. Zo I ſay Mr. Pitt vas a more greater man 
as he. Den Mynheer Yaxnſſawken lay, plhaw, 
pſhaw, Mr. Pitt is no more as a fooliſh yo vo- 
man's, dat vas made me mad as de devils. © Z > 
liſh young boy, 14 
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anoder dump 
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3 dangle, one way, and de oter by a li 


got, 
yar, 


Jo 
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and B 
pite your noſe. By 


you pite a mans noſe. 


yentlemans ſay, 


ſc. Zo I ſa 


vas a tamm 
and Blackſen 


I turn about, and 


ew, you 
pite my no 


Donder 


ſee now yentlemens, how it vas 


at 18 
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1404 iti 2 
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troo. Donder 


aby got 
ö rag 
I did not 
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Vas not 


not. 
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father makes candles, 
while 7 ang. Ares ſhe handles; 

e 
man, and he forc'd me to 


11 5 
I often | theſe feet viſits to Kate, 
Wund rejoices to ſee me both early and late: 
The prieſt ſhall ſay grace, and we'll braf it about, 
At morn, — and night, "till the bruſh is worn out. 
5 Derry down, down, &c. 


S O N G. 
THE KENNEL KAKER, or GRUBBER. 
HO? 1 ſweep to and fro old iron wo find, 


Braſs pins, ruſty nails, they are all to my 
mind; 


Yet I wear a ſound heart true to great George our A 


W - 


king, 
And tho? ragged and poor, with clear conſcience 


The? I weep 0 and fro, yet ra have you es 4 
There are heren in high life GET in 


low. 


The ſtateſman he 


— i 


That ſhould pay the poor ſoldiers that honor do 


huat ; | 
The action cho dirty he cares not a ſtraw, 
— le, 
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Qu) 
I'm told that the parſon, for I never go, 
To hear a man preach what he'll never flick to; 
| ?Tis all for the ſweepings he tips ye the cant, 
You might pray by yourſelves elſe depend Sirs 
3 upon t. 
Tho? I ſweep, &c. 
And what place you to the doctor don't care, 
So he brings bs Gio lt your hevg pretis ws deaveh, | 
Then he laughs in his ſleeve as he rides in his 
coach. 
Tho' I ſweep, &c. 
Your counſel may plead, but pray what 1s it for, 
His eye s on your fob, whilſt he chatters the law; 
: Tongue-padding he rakes ye, and ſweeps you quite 
Of what's better than iron you need not to fear. 


Tho' I tweep, &c. 


SON S. 


As the mark of Moll Thompſon ſome meanivg doth 


. 0 Fl 


{is 
MT founds wrote a witty young 
2 


mark. 
Derry down, &c. 


bear, 
Which gents in appearance do too often wear, 
Let's toſs it about for no harm do I fee 


The prig in the city with air debonnair, 
Apes his lordſhip in dreſs, and bawls out, —2 


With object inferior he ſcorns to be free, 
Aud his head void of thought, bears mark of MT. 


5 


28 


li 


ens Tf 
br | 
+l 
f 
8 
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F 
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16 3 


| Demerely the maiden to Whitfield repairs, 
With half-crowns in plenty to pay for his prayers, 
The doctor celighted the ſpecie to ſee. 
Hes pocket foon drains to the mark of MT. 
Derry down, &c. 


| Lince Moll Thompſon's mark for diſcredit doth 


paſs, 
Come Joi in my toaſt, and each man drink his 
glaſs, 
May our heads and our pockets for ever be free, 
From ſcandalous term ot 8 hp mark of MIT. 
Derry down, Ke. 


— ———— 


. 


| LAUGH AND LAY DOWN. 


HILE others attempt heavy minutes to kin, 
"" od = "ap with Commerce, Picquett, or 


OB SOTO RI 
The old Britiſh pailime call'd Laugh and lay down. 
Hey down derry, ho down 


derry, 
Hey down derry, hey ho, hey ho. 


6 and ſource of all arts, 
P play'd-by the force of mere natural parts, 
= rules are fo plain from the plough Oaks 6 


' ana 


| clown, | 
| And he'll march the beſt monarch at Langh and 
Hey down . 
| cy; 


] 
I 
k 
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1 | 
Nr | 
To add to the weight of their ill-gotten bags, 
NG they will ſqueeze half & 


To part with a dame! at Laugh and lay down. 
Hey down derry, 


Fat Aldermen too (tho? it paſs all belief) 

Forſake for this game even pudding and beef, 
Their ſenſes in claret no longer they drown, : 
When ſpouſey invites vin 66 Leagh cnt the dna 


Hey down derry. 


Tho? prejudic'd Britons may cavil at B—e, 
And loudly his title to favour diſpute ; | 
Their clamour muſt ceaſe when this ſecret is 
He won all his honors xt Laugh and lay down. 


7 Sg 


This game to promote, all profeſſions agree, 
The lawyers eſteem it as good as a fee, 

The phyſical college with candour will own, 
That nature's beſt cordial is Laugh and lay down. 


Hey down derry. 4 


Our reaſon as well as our ſenſe it refines, 8 
Or it ne'er wou d be praftis'd by pious divines, 


Archbiſhops and priells (no diſgrace to the gown} - 
Ar Clever at _ and ky Love 


2 


8 3 of this art, 
Ry a ently milk-maid to the * 
I y 


PEE bo, 
Only play your cards well, and with black, fair, 
and brown, 
ron ne er want a anner at Laugh and lay lay down. 
Hey down derry. 


Tho! prades may with ure R to this play, 
"Tis the joy of their hearts, ſpite 4 27 
Tho? * pih and cry op 4 

Own, 


Do but puſh the thing home, and they'll Laugh and 
Tay down. 
Hey down derry. 


have 
This moral will teach ye to piay a ſure card; 
Take blooming young wives bid adieu to the town, 


Ye batchelors who to the game 


; 
I 
I 
E 


1 19 J | 

The patriot fo grave, from plain Sir to his Grace, 
For kis ELA 
Then he lays down the maſk, and he throws off the 
And proves, what he ſaid was ales! but in joke. 

Sing tantararara, &Cc, 
The gen'ral- ſo brave, would his poſt ſoon betray, 
WT toe wvcki gramety bur duckie his jap s 
No longer would venture with cannon and ſmoke, 


But refign, and retire, and then laugh at the joke. 
Sing tantararara, &c. 


The lawyer, who pleads that your cauſe is quite 
Tho' be Tage, by hinge it is not underſiood ; 


When he's drain'd all the fees that he can from 


| Four poke, : 
Your gauſc is negleQed, and all is a joke. 


The phyſician ſo prim, with his cane and large 


— mY ; 
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| — gave oy © Tg, 
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120 J 
The ladies ſo virtuous, ſo charming, and pretty, | 
Who rail againf lovers, and caſt away pity ; 
Such railing we know is no more than a cloak, ' 
For ladies were always all fond of a joke, 
ding tantararara, &c, I 1 


The flattering fop, and the tradeſman who cheat, 
Will joke at each other when paſſing the fireet ; 
2 that can't joke, we a ninny ſhould cal 


us fing tantararara joke all. 
Sing tantararara, &c. 


F 
JOCKEY AND MOGGY., 


{ OUNG Jockey ke courted fweet Moggy fo 


f 


* 


E 
V 
T 
A 


7 - "The laſs the was lovely, the ſwain debonrair ; 


They hugg'd, and they cuddell'd, and talk'd with 
© their | 


3 eyes, 
And look'd as all lovers do, wonderful wiſe, 


And look d as all lovers do, wonderful wiſe. 


A fortnight was ſpent, e er dear Moggy came to, 
For maidens-a decency keep, when they woo z 
At length ſhe conſented, and made him a vow, 


Ad Jockey, c. 


They pannell's their dobbins, and rode to the fair, 
Still kin , and fondling, until they came there 5 


8 
1 
=Y keg? 


, 


They call'd en the pariſon, and by him were wed, 
"BY % | And Moggy, &c 


— 


1 


They ſtaid there a week, as the neighbours all g 
And none were ſo happy, and gameſome as they; 


a but return'd moſt un- 
d, 
For Jockey rode on, and left Moggy behind. 

| For Jockey, &c. 
Surpriz'd at this treatment, ſhe cry'd Gaffer Jock, 
Pray what is the reaſon that you 3 


Quoth he, Gooſe come on, why vou now are my 


bride, 
A when volks are wed they ſet fooling afide. : 
And when, &c. 


He took home his Moggy good conduct to learn, 

Who bruſh'd up the houſe. while he thatch'd the 
old barn ; E 

They laid in a ftock, „re 

ſo 3 

And now, &. 


$ © n © 
Can cannnan's WEDDING. 


A CANTATA., 


— L 
| RECITATIVE, 
&c. 
8 joe the ſandman drove his noble team, 3 
— we node aſſes, ſand-ho! was kis = 
2 turn'd the corner of the ſtreet, 


dear-lov'd Beſs, the bunter, chanc'd ks : 
«7 . +>" 


— ery d woa, did turn his quid, 


and ſtare, 
her head, and then addreſs d the fair. 


AIR. 


Forgive me if I praiſe thoſe charms, 
Thy darting eyes, lip, neck, and arms; 
Thy breaſts to Joe always appear, 

Like two ſmall hills of ſand my dear; 
Thy beauties, Bet, from top to toe, 
Have ftole the heart of ſandman Joe. 


Come wed my dear, and let's 
Then of the gin-club you'll be free 3 
No brickmaker, or s how, '- 
Dare then : my Beſs for Joe ; 
For he's the kiddy do ond ae. 
That all St. Giles's boys do fear. 


RECITATIVE, 


And Bel. got a baſket of rags, 
| Thea up to be. Giles's they ftroll'd, Sir, 
o every bunter Beſs Braggs ; . 
Thien unto the gin ep they pike it, 
Where Beſs vas admitted we hear, 
RE Nam 
— 12 


„ Jer quickly kis fund be had Gl, fir 
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ts | | 
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er. md 4 
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was 

they had fill'd it with gia ; 

It was on an old leather trunk, Sir, 

W r al. Bir 
y the being blind drunk, Sir 

Jes drove her aw ; 


her away in his cart. 


| nn 


eee 6. 
THE DOCTOR'S done. 


Sung by Mr. ons os Sas Wall, in h, 


bende the Great, or the little Verer. 

r Walker 5 Or Rock, or the fam'd Chevalier | 
Toſcano the Great, or the little Vever. 5 
vt maſter of more than e 

do never by mortals yet taught, or directed; 
21s noftrums are ſure, not the project of whim, 
he virtues ſelected from all are in him. 


e's pill for a wife that f ed 
| 24 a that hall wangle ant. 3 
thall make her talk leſs, or perhaps not ar Hz 

. | | ; : { : He — 


1 . % Pad ; - * * 
: 4 * 1 . REA wh... 
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Prepar d from the wind that deſtfoy'd the Armada. 
| | „ Elixir of life, Kc. 2 


1 
* 


Extracted from Foot, and the Sign-painter's roomh; 
. 


7 1 . * 

* 9» ” | 

C . 9 A N . . ” 

A powder make all but my maſter grow wiſer. 
n | | 0 

3 Here's a draught, & 

: | We 4 — 4 N 
1 5 


Oo 
f 


A 
Ly 


1 Ad as you ſhou' d, or ſee Andrew no 


= 1 * 5 
* * be 


* 
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S O N 8. 


THE GLUTTGn, 


+ Lay the mutton down to roaſt, 


ye, 
Oh! the . 
r ment ne er met my eye, 


_ - THE LITTLE BLACK 1 
E nymphs and ye ſwains, that trip the gay _ 
nin, 2 while tomy forrowful trains; 


= r no trifle 1 
u ro leſs than the loſs of . 


. N "by 
* — 


„The innocent pleaſure to play with my toy : 
But when that his humour was left to the 


1 26 |} 
At cards as I ſat with my friends rother day, 
To baniſh dull vapours, and drive ſpleen away ; - 
| Young Colin, as friſky as birds in the {pring, 
— 


Sat toying the while with my little black 
Derry down, Sc. 


On me his fly looks were moſt conſtantly bent, 

To gaze on my bauble for ever intent; 

Toply turvy his eyes he would frequently fling, 

While he roguiſhly handled my little black thing. 
Derry down, &c. 


: s - I dream'd of no miſchief, but let him enjoy, 


WM He would more than have play'd with ws, 
* 
Derry down, c. 


Ten en thouſand ſoft whiſpers he forc'd in my ear; 
I bid him be ; he vow'd I ſhould hear, 
I had not not the power left from him to ſpring, 
had fo fal bold of wy little black ching. 

Derry down, Ic. 


He 
- He was ſmiling at ſomething, —I aſk'd what it was? 
He anſwer'd {till ſmiling) that I was the cauſe; 
>. He ſwore, he had rather; than call dim 3 king, 
Be playing all night with my little black thing. 


0 ery d, De. Oh 
3 * 8 ſaid he, f as tres you wil. treat, 1 
3 Be kind, and and I'll fall like a iamb at your feet: 


© Sweet creature, he cry'd, while round you I clings 
N FP | 
NN _ Derry dews, See 


1 27 ] 
I figh'd, and ſaid—no—but as vell * hare 
comply d; 
| He was fix d to obtain what in vain I deny 
The reſt of my ſtory, SENS. 
* op... 


A* O D E 
For Lozv Maror's Dar. 
RECITATIVE. 


Be attend, I fing in 


Who ftreets, bulks, 9 poor koaſe throng 
To view his Lordfhip paſs in flare along. 


AIX. 


(0b ! London is « fine town, te.) 
Oh! Lord Mayor's ſhow, ſo brave and gay, dors 


in pomp and ſplendor, from Guildhall, unto the 
_ water-lide. Fig 
C 2 And 


FI We 1 28 1 
And when A barges cloſely pent, ſuch plenty of 
cer, 
What pity tis Flo fine a fight ſhould come but once 
a fer 
05 Lord Mayoi's ſhow, /o brave lc. 


RECITATIVE. 


The buftle o'er, the cavalcade gone by, 

| The mob difpers' d. to dinner s „Il the cry. 
With haſten'd Reps, as keeneſt hunger calls, 
The ſtarv'd mechanics ſeek their diff' rent halls. 
A: the jul] groaning board each takes his ſeat, 
Wich brandiſh'd knife and fork, prepar'd to eat. 


AIX. 
{(Ghefts of ev'ry occupation, Rc.) 
Cits of ev'ry occupatioa, 
Ev'ry age and ev'ry ſtation, 
Parions, ſuflices of quorum, 
All with napkins tuck'd before ett, 
Preſs to have their plates ſill'd firſt : : 
With the victuals here ſuch work is, 
Snatching turtle, gecſc, an turkies; 
Hares with pudcugs in then bellies, 
Cheeſecakes, cu ards, tarts, aid jellies. | 
Bawlicg, ſwearing 
Cutting, tearing, 
Su eating, puffing, 
Lickiag, ſtuffing, 
Juſt as af they all would burſt; 


RECITATIVE. 


Their proweſs now in cating 8 
6 aud the cloth remorv's * 


Aga 


[29] 
Again the table ſmiles with wine and ale, 


And toaſts and bumpeis ev'ry where 
Some talk, ſome laugh, ſome — and 
lye, 


And ſome with jovial ſongs old care defy. 


AIR. 
(Come hither my country *Squire, G. ) 


Come #1] the glaſs to the brink, 
Briſk wine ſoon away ſorrow drives; 
Like cowards ne'er ſhrink, but valiantly drink, 


Confuſion to bailiffs and wives. 
CHORUS. 
Such ſoaking, ſuch + and joking, . 


Such guzzling here you 
The buck and furr'd gown, — ſit down. 
And all * company. 


II. 


To enjoy life while we may, 
I'll prove from the Scriptures is 

Old Lat us'd, they ſay, to taddle all « 
And lye with-his doxy at night. 


CHORUS. 


Suck ſoaking, ſoch ſmoaking, ating, " 


RECITATIVE, 


But ſoon the luſcious grape ſo potent 
N S ent, 


7 
* : 


1 
Now rogue and cuckold through the hall reſound, 
And wigs, and canes, and cravats ftrew the ground; 

Till bright aurora rears her roſy head, 
And bids the noiſy crew rec! home to bed. 


AIR. 
7 There was 4 Towial Beggar, Te.) 


Let heroes both by land and ſca, 
Their deeds in battle boaſt ; 
They only tame acquire now, 
M ho eat and drink the moſt. 
T hen a guttling we aui go, will go, wuill 
Then a guttling we will go. e 


In ſtory we are told of one, 
An cx flew with his fiſt; 
Then at a meal he eat him up ; 
Gods ! what a glorious twiſt ! | 
ben @ guttling, Cc. 


If then good eating's ſo renonn'd, 
Be this each Briton's pray'r, 
© God bleſs the Court of Aldermen, 
The Sheriff, and Lord Mayor, 
ben a guitling they do go, do go, do ge, 
Whew @ guiding 7 7, Ss 


$. 0 N G. 
THE HUMOURS OF COVENT-CARDEN. 
To the Tue of Rag-Fair.) 3 
O D bards have ſung bow we could boaſt 
of much renowned, 
For bloody es won and loſt, 
| And royal monarchs crowned : 


— 


W 
H. 


1 
Bat all thoſe deeds this age exceeds, 
They are not worth regarding, 
Some have declar'd, when once compar'd, 
With famous Covent-Garden, 


Firſt here's a church fam'd Jones did build, 


And not far off great Shakeſpeare's ſhade 
His court is always keeping; 

Where Comedy is laughing made, 

And Tragedy is weeping. 

Here Romeo fighs, and Hamlet dies, 
And brave Othello's undone ; 

To pleaſe the folks, here's Shuter's jokes, 
Or elſe the cries of London. 


The Bedford next, my muſe has found, 
A fight that's worth your taking ; 
Where Hobſter cries with pleaſing ſound, 
„ Freſh coffee, Sir, is making.” 
Here buſkin'd beaus, in rich lac'd cloathe, 
Like lords and *ſquires bluſter; 


Bards, quacks, and cits, knaves, fools, and wits, 


An odd ſurprizing cluſter. 


Now further let us ſteer our courſe, 
The Auction room invites us; 


Where Langford talks till he's grown hoarſe, 


And gapes as if he'd bite us. 
C4 


1 32 J 
Lot, number one, tis finely dene, 
The head of Card' nal Fleury; 


Guinea a ſcore, I aſk no more, 


* *Tis worth it II afſure you.” 


| Round "WIE door young ſurgeons ſtand, 


Like crows for carrion waiting 3 3 


Within behold the butch'ring band, 


On blond 2nd bones debating. 
The doctor thus you hear diſcuſs, 
A larger vein here ſeen 1s, 
«« Which from the root begins to ſoot, 
« And runs quite through the penis. 


Here Venus? ſons more nice than wiſe, 
To Douglais's retire ; 

Who often from /owe's banquet riſe, 
As ſparks aſcend from fire. 


4 Here Juſtice too, appears in view, 


With bandage o'er her peepers, 


And ſword held out, both long and Aout, 


= - 


3 And trav'lers, who the world go through, 


170 guard the brothrel-keepers. 


Here's bullies, gamblers, bawds, and . 
— Who daily do enſnare men; 


5 .  Thief-takers, vintners, pimps by ſcores, 


- With Welch and Iriſh chairmen ; 


Have given atteſtation ; 


So ſtrange place, you cannot trace, 
In any other natiov. 


>» & DI 2 


IS >» 3 = 


o 


Ti * 


8 0 N 6. 


*” - 


THE wan ron VIRGINS FRIGHTED. 


(Tune, I you at an offie elicit your dee'f © 


OU that delight in a jocular ſong, | 
Come liſten unto me a while, Sir; 
will engage you ſhall not tarry long, 
B-fore it ſhall make you to {mile, Sir: 
Near to the town there liv'd an old man, 
Had three pretty maids to his daughters; 
f whom I will tell ſuch a ſtory anon, 


Will tickle your fancy with laughter. at 


he old man he had in his garden apond, 
"Twas in very fine ſummer weather; 


he daughters one night they were all very fond, | 
. bathe in it 


Dn which they agreed, but happen'd tobe 
O'er heard by a youth in the houſe, Sir. 
ho got into the garden, and climb?*d * 3 
And there ſat as ſtill as a mouſe, Sir. | ..- 


The branch where be fat it hung over the pond, | 
At each puff of wind he did totterz . _. 
leas'd with the thought be ſhould fit abſcond, 
And fee them go into the water : 
When the old man was ſafe in his bed, | 
The daughters then to the pond went, Sir, 
Dne to the other two laughing ſhe ſaid, 
As high as our bubbies we'll venture. 


pn the render green graſ they at 
They all were of delicate feature ; 


C5 


| ele by dis ime « 20th had have, 


the pond then dabbling „ 
So clean that they needed no waſhing ; 
Bur they were all ſo unlockily bent, 


A they began to be daſhing. 


* If any body ſhou'd ſee us, ſays one, 
They'd think we were boding of evils; 
And from the fight of us quickly would run, 

And avoid fo many white devils: : 
This put the youth in a merry pin, 
He tet go his hold thro” his * 3 
And as it fell out, he fell tumbling in, 
And ſcar'd them all out of the water. 


Aud roſe out of bed in a fright, Sir, 
And comes to the door with a ruſty old ſword, 
\ There ſ ood in a poſture to fight, Sir: 
The daughters they all came tumbling in, 
„And over their dad they did blunder, 
"—F Who cry'd out aloud, mercy, pood gentlemen, 
B And thought they were thieves came to plunder. 


The noiſe by this time the neig kbours had heard, 
Who came with lon cubs tai him + 3 

He told them, three blo * 
He dar'd by no means * them; 

For they were cloathed all in | their buſt, 

Hie ſaw as they ſhov'd in their maoulders; 
And black bandaliers hung before like a Na 


V ach made him believe fry pep ir 
1 


4 


; ez pe 
F | X 
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gins their cloaths in the garden had left, 
14 of their trunks in their pockets ; 
To put on the ſheets they were fain to make ſhift; 
Their cheſt they could not unlock it: 
At laſt ventur'd up theſe valiant men, 
Thus arm'd with undaunteds 
But took them for ſpirits, and run back again, 
And ſwore that the houſe it was haunted. 


As they retreated the young man they met, 
Come ſhiv'ring in at the door, Sir, 
Who look'd like a rat with his cloaths 
No rogue that was pump'd could — 
All were amaz'd to ſee him come in, | 
And aſk'd of him what was the matter ? = 
He told chem the ory, and where he had been, 4 | 
Which ſer them all in a loud laughter. 


Quoth the old daddy, I was in a huff, 
And reckon'd to cut them aſunder ; 
Thinking they had been ſoldiers in buf, 

* „ plunder ; 
ut are dnughters whom I loved, - ** 
All frighted from private diverhon A 7 
Therefore I'll put u E 
For why ſhould ! 


LA, 


* * * 
— — 


s O 6. 


THR 4 0 'C ASE 


T the foot of a hill, in a ment lonely cot, 
EE Todie an old maid, T afraid in my lot; 
. 2nd phy wy ce 


STS 


Young Willy, the pride of the plains, I adore ; 
He's —_ good-humour'd, has riches in 


But I'm a poor damſel of parentage baſe, 


Think how hard my condition, and pity my caſe. 


My mother ence caught me alone in the dark, 
She chid me, and forc'd me away from my ſpark ; 
Then talk'd much of ſorrow, of ſhame, and diſ- 


| L Think fow hard my condition, and pity my caſe. 


193 
. 
THE FISHMONGER. 


(4 Cobler there was, and he liv'd in a flall.) 


Jolly yourg Fiſhmonger liv'd in the Strand, 
As merry a grig as was known in the land; 


For when at the Dolphin they met round the beak,” 
He would drink like — was reckon'd a foal. * 
ri down, down, . 2 


His heart that had been, 2 


paſt, 
As ſound as a roach, was, he found, touch d at laſt, 
With an arrow as ſharp as a hook, it is ſaid, 
— ns and made him in love with a 


This damſel might well a . 
Her cheeks were as red as a G 
Her eyes too, as learned hiſtorians remark, 

Shone juſt like two whitizgs when plac'd in the 


dark, 
| Derry down, Ce. 
When he afk d her the queſtion, at firſt he ſeem' d 


ür 
And when her ſoft boſom he offer d go feel, "7 
She dab'd him, and fipt duo his — 
: 5 
At 


. 


1 


At length treaty the jade ſo free, 
She'd l fat gilli as The 2 his knee; 
And what too perhaps you may think very odd, 
dhe always delighted to play with his cod. 

Derry down, Oe. 


It happen'd one day in good humour he found her, 
He caught her, and laid her as flat as a flopnder ; 
Then did what he pleas'd in a loving embrace, 
"__ who would not wiſh to have been in his plaz/e? 
Derry down, &c. 


& Some months had 10!!'d on, when the neighbours 


t out, 


: F What Zack and his handmaid had both been about; 
& They — and pointed, would cry out in 


4 — has got a red. herring with ſpawn. 
L Derry down, Te. 


TUE COACKMAN., 


Tane—4 lufty young ſmith, Ec. 
AE was whip» 


D ſmack, 
ſmack, Geup, Geho! 
When tn dim g fruiting young — — 


"And all'd 1 to Petticoat-lane he would go? 


With a ſmack, ſmack, &c. 


. \ 6 & < * N - > 
: : = 
XS 
—_—_ 
— " 
* . _— n . - 1 1 o 


t. 39. J 
As he. rd me coach doar, her break thril'd with 
She thou De bien tor domme then car Gags beau, 


Then him, coy ble Gp footy Gene by ber. 
And what twas the | fo much, let him 


— 
Wich a ſmack, ſmack, & c. 


Quite W * with his fair, on her box he leap'd 
bol 
Far why is bis Gates weeks dies have ſaid no? 
But as he was driving, the damſel cry'd coldly, 4 
Pray — whip harder, 2 don't drive 
ſo 


a Tu? 
With a ſmack, ſmack, &c. | 


| Aſham'd to be foil'd when l her ſo cunning, 
_ _ more Kill he reſolv'd then to 1 
w 3; 4 

But tho“ he drove faſter, ſo ſwift ſhe kept running. 
His carriage he fear'd ſhe would ſoon overthrow.” 
With a ſmack, ſmack, &c. - 


R 


nn eee Zecp dey area | 
page n 


« The devil 1 you, ——— 
for Joe. | 
| vis wack l a..." 


[© 1 


The youth then got off—quoth the 1s fall of 


ſorrow, 
White into his hat a crown piece the did throw, 
„ Young man, at PO Ju NOT FOE 
morrow, 
9m To Petticoat-Lane once again we will go.” 
With a ſmack, ſmack, &c. 


o O N G. 
' THE ROAST BEFF OF OLD Excraxd. 
A CANTATA., 


Wu; RECITATIVE. 


(Where fad deſpair and famine always 
4 dwells) 

F A meagre Frenchman, madam Grandſite's cook, 
As home he ſteer d his carcaſe, that way took, 
Beading beneath the weight of fam'd — 

On which in vain he often wiſh'd to dine; 
TN 

0 gills, rou nch, 48 3 
Wo when he firſt 4 the greaſy load Pea. 
His benediQtion on it he beſtow'd 
And as the ſolidſfat his fin 
He lick d his chops, and 


3 
„ 


AIR; 


WAS at che a Calais, Hogarth tells, 


f a ] 


A1R. 


{4 lovely Lafs to @ Friar came, ke. ) 


O rare roaſt beef! lov'd by all mankind, 

If I was doom'd to have thee, 
When dreſs'd and garniſh'd to my mind, 
And fwimming in thy gravy, 

Not all thy country's force combin'd 
Should from my fury ſave thee. 


Renown?'d Sir-loin, oft-times decreed, 
The theme of Englith ballad ; 


On thee, een Kings have deign'd to feed 


Unknown to Frenchman's palate : 
Then how much doth thy taſte exceed 
Soup-meagre, frog, and fallad ! 


RECITATIVE. 


A half-ſtarv'd ſoldier, ſhirtleſs, pale, and lean, '* 
Who ſuch a fight before had never ſeen ; | 4 
Like Garrick's frighted Hamlet gaping ſtood, 
And gaz'd with wonder on the Britiſh food: 
His morning's meſs forſook the (friendly bowl) 
And in | ttreams along the pavement ftole : 
He heav'd a ſigh, which gave his heart relief, 
And then, in plaintive tone, declar'd his grief. 


WT 3 
Foot s Minuet. ) | 
Ah, ſacre Die! vat do I ſee yonder, 
Dat look io tempting red and vite? 
| it be de roaſt beef from Londre : 


J! grant to me vaa letal bite. 


( 42 ) 


But to my guts if you give no heeding, 

And cruel fate dis boon denies, 

In kind compaſſion unto my pleading, 
5 and let me feaſt mine e; es. 


5 RECITATYL VE. 


His fellow-guard, of right Hibernian clay, 
(Whoſe brazen front his country did betray) 
From tyburn's fatal tree had hither fled, 

By honeſt means to gain his daily bread ; 

Soon as the well-known proſpect be deicry'd, | 
In blubb'ring accents dolcfully he EN 


ATR, 
(Ellen 4 Roen. ) 


+ . Sweet beef, that now cauſes my ſtomach to riſe, 
| Sweet beef, that now cauſes my ſtomach to riſe, 
3s taking thy fight is, 
1 My joy that ſo light is, 
| F 


While here I remain my life's not worth afarthing, 
While here I remain my life's not worth a farthing, 
Ah, hard-hearted Loui! | 

Why did I come to you ? 
The gallows, more kind, would have fav'd me 905 
ſtarving. 


RECITATIVE, 


Upon the rannd, hard by, poor Sawney fat, 
Who fed 145 noſe, and ſcraich'd tis ruddy pates 


43 IJ 

But when Old England's bulwark he eſpy'd. 
His dear-lov'd mull, alas! was thrown aſide: 
With lifted hands he bleſs'd his native place, 
Then ſcrubb'd himſelf, and thus bewail'd his caſe : 


AIR. 
(The Broom of Cowdenknorws. ) 


How hard, oh ! Sawney, is thy lot, 
Who was ſo blythe of late, 

To ſee ſuch meat as can't be got, 
When hunger is ſo great! 


O the beef ! the bonny bonny beef, 
IT wiſh I had a flice of thee, 
| Hew faveet it would gang down. 


Ah, Charley ! hadſt thou not been ſeen, 
This. a er had happ'd to me; 

I would ede el had pick'd mine ey'n, 

E'er I had gang'd wi' thee. 

OT Ee O the beef, Ic. 


RECITATIVE. 


But, ſee, my muſe to England takes her flight, 
Where health and plenty ſocially unite: | 


here ſmiling freedom guards great George's 
throne 


In; | | 
„ Britain's fame in loftieſt trains ſhould ring, 
n ruſtic fable give me leave to ſing. 


AIR. 


[44] 
AIR. | 


As once on a time, 2 young frog pert and vain, 
 Beheld a large ox grazing o'er the wide plain, 
He boaſted his fize he could quickly attain. 


O the roaſ beef of Id England, 
A O the Old Engliſb roaft beef. 


Then eagerly ſtretching his weak little frame, 
Mamma, who ſtood by, like a knowing old dame, 
Cry 'd, ſon, to attempt it you're ſurely to blame 


O the roaſt beef, c. 


But, deaf to advice, he for glory did thirſt ; 
An effort he ventur'd more ſtrong than the firſt, 
Till ſwelling and ſtraining too hard, made him 


burſt : 


Then Britons be valiant, the moral is clear ; 
The ox is Old Eugiand, the frog is. Monkieur ; 
Whaſe puſts and bravadoes we need never fear 


O the roaft beef, &c. 


esd 
To ſee the ſir-loĩn ſmoaking hot on our table; 
r may Eon deck, like the frog in the 


O the roaft beef, Kc. 


8 O N 6. 
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S8 O NS. 
THE GOSE1PS, 
WO © fiips they merril» met, 
And taat ia the morning full ſcon; 


And they ere reſoiv'd on a whet, 
1 o keep their ſweet voices in tune; 


Away t. the t.vern they went, 


«© Here Joar, why I vow and proteſt 


„That I have a crown yet unſpent, 


«© So let s have a cup of the beſt.” 


And pray Gom̃p did'nt you hear, 
„The con. mon report of the town? 
% A 'ſquire of five hundred a year, 
« Is married to 141} of the Crown ! 
% A draggle tail d ſlut or my word! 
«« Her cloath hang ng ragged and foul; 
& In trytch he would fain have a bird, 
That would give a g:oat for an ow] !”? 


« And ſhe had a ſiſter laſt year, 

« wh ic name they call galloping Peg. 
* She's take up a ftraw with her ear, 

«© TI warrant her, 7:gihi as my leg; 
% A brewe. he got her with child, 

«© But een let them brew as they bake ; 
© I kuew ſhe was wanton and wild 

4 But I'll neither meddle nor make.” 


« Nor I, Goſſip Joan, by my troth ; 
« 'Tho' nevertheleſs I've been told, 
« She ſtole ſeven yards of broad cloth, 
* A ring, and a locket of gold, 


[ 46 J. 
* A ſmock, and a new pair of ſhoes, 
« A flouriſhing madam was ſhe ! 
But Margery told me the news, 
= And it ne'er ſhall go further for me.” 


We were at 2 goſſipping club, 
here we had a cheriſhing cup 
« Of good humming liquor, ſtrong bub 
« And your huſband's name it was up; 
« For bearing a powerful ſway, 
All neighbours his valour have ſeen, 
4 For be is a cuckold they ſay, — 
« A conſtable Gofñip I mean. 


Dear GoTp a flip of the tongue. 
* % No harm was intended in mind; 
Chance words they will mingle among 
Our others we commonly ind; 
141 won't take it amiſs, 

E. « No, 0, thr were folly us; 
LAud if we perhaps get a kiſs, 
3 FPray Ie are our huſbands the worſe !* 
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| FHE PARSON AND BEER BARREL. 


' Parſor: who had the remarkable foible, 
al >a much more than the 
2 Was deem'd by his neighbours to be leſs perplext 
: . 

„ Derry down, Ac. 


Perch d 


rr ic a 


4 
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Perch'd up in his pulpit one Sundry, he cried, 
Make patience, my dearly beloved—your guide: : 
And in your diſtreſſes, your troubles, and 
Remember the patience of Job in his loſſes. 


Derry down, &c. 


The parſon had got a ſtout caſk of Rrong beer, 
By way of a preſent, —no matter from where, 
Suffice it to know, it was toothſome and good, 
And he lov'd it as well as he lov'd his own blood, 


Derry down, &c. 


While he the church-ſervice in haſte rambled o'er, © 

The hogs found a way thro? his old cellar-door ; 

And by the ftrong ſcent of the beer-barrel led, 

Had knock'd out the ſpiggot, or cock 22 
head. 


_ 
— & &6: a * - £4 
" 
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85 
Out ſpouted the liquor abroad on the 2x * 
The unbidden gueſts quaff d it merrily round z * -3 
Nor from their diverſion, or merriment ceaſt, - © * 
Till ev'ry — 


And now the grave lecture and pray'rs at an nd, 2 
He brings along with him a neignbouring — | 
To be a partaker of Sunday's good cheer, 22 
And taſte his delightful oQtober-brew'd beer. 

Derry Gann. _ 


The dinner was e 

Here, wife, ſays the parſon, go fetch us a 

— fa ta = 6: apa walk. 
are in 

ta 


* 
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She run, and returning, with face, 

In ſuitable phra'es ret) th: | 

He rav'd Mea m. da, ab dt in 1 room, 

And then eat his wie ee nogs, with the 


broom, 
Derry down, Tc, 


Was ever poor fellow ſo peſter'd as 17 
Quoth he, t © {lur makes Il the houſe like a ſtye, 
How came on io lock your d—mn'd hogs in the 
kitc cn ? | 
Is that a fit place to put cattle, you b—h in. 
Derry down, Ac. 


Lord! huſband, ſaid ſhe, what a coil you keep here, 
About a poor, beggarly, barrel of beer ; 

Vo ſhou:d in your troubles, miſchances, 
= croſſes, | 

© Remember tue patience of Job in his loſſes. - 
__ | | Derry down, c. 


A pox upon job! cried the prieft, in a rage, 
That beer, I dare ſay, was near ten years of age; 
But you're a poor ignorant jade, like his wife ; 
For job never had ſuch a caſk in his life. 

1 | | Derry down, Ic. 
Now neighbour, while at the poor vicar grin 
Your ea, let me tell you's not better a rap. 


Wich goodneſs and wiſdom, your theory back'd is, 
| But you're, ten to one, knave and fool in your 
. practice 


Derry down, Ic. 


SONG. 


{ 49 ) 
S O N G. 
A TOAST. 


Tune, —7- lads who approve. 


* 4 race, 
8 apace, 
3 firſt at the poſt; 
Mount _— hts, 
For we-and-take 
And pray what f Fane but—s traf 


The ladies by dreſs, 
The ſame ardour ex 
Each wou'd if ſhe cou'd be—e 72/2. 


Both ſexes agree, 
Over wine to be free, 
For freedoms an Engliſhman'*s boaſt ; 
As freely we think, 
So as freely we drink, 
And a ſentiment give—far à toaſt. 


What is life, prithee ſay, 
But a glaſs and away, 
While health is our ruddy-fac'd hoſt? 
But when we abuſe him, 
| We're certain to loſe him, 
By taking too much of— a toafe. 


| D 


11 
Theſe common- place rhimes 
Suit common- place times, 
Wao now can of genius bualt ? 
Why, reaily, I thin 
”T is a ſcience to riak, | 
And there's genius in giviag—c . 


Even politics fail, | An 
| Altercat.on grows ſtale, 
Of what now can either fide boaſt? 
No matter to us, | Th 
All their farce and their fuſs, 
Deſerves not the name of—a fs. | Ex 
The riots and routs Th 
Of the ius, the outs, F 
Is only a newſyaper roaſt ; | BY 
Of cricke! | ſing, 7 
In and Out, tuere's the thing, 
And there 11 attempt — new roaſt, Pre 
| F 
May our Innings be long, £ 
25 May our {cwviing be ſtrong, | 
| Midd:e wicicr I chule for my poſt; | I pr 
| Come, bumper away, [ 
*T wixt the ſtumps your balls play, Ih 
And wiz the game love—that's the to fl. V 


SONG. 


1 
0 KN 8. 


MY NOSE. 
Tune, — An aſs, an aſs. 
V HILE 2 call'd Poets, in blank * or 
rhime 
Pindarics or Epics compoſe, 
And celebrate heroes in ſonnets ſublime, 
My ſubject is, hinply,—my.no/e. 


The large noſe and long one, thereby hangs a tale, 5 
A tale the old ſcholiafts ſuppoſe ; 


Fx naſcitur raſo - but proverbs may fail, 
1 find it in faith, — by my 12e. 


The boys of concert bluſhing merit deride, 
For coxcombs arc modes foes; 

I challenge the ſons and the daughters of Pria: 
To move ſuch a—muſcolar noſe. 


Prometheus, tis ſaid, fora's our animal clay, 
For quick®n?: g to Ze her he roſe; 

[ fear that ſome prentice, when he was away, 
A little aſide ſhov'd ny fe. 


I preſume, — but, perhaps, tis pre ſumption to ſay, 
Leven preſume to ſuppote, 

I ſhould ſet myſelf up in the ſong-Hnging way, 
When I ought to ſet down with—my noe. 


My ſong therefore ends,—now a toaſt with your 


leave — 
May avi ναj,ðꝛ our councils com | 
May Britons be friends, and — and forgive, 
Anat fa&io—cach turn up his moſe. . | 7 
D 2 SONG. 


( $2 ) 
S O N. 
THE SWEETHEARTS. 
Tune, — Derry down. 
(ck the world is ſo old, and the times are fo 
new. | | 
bay: Tap» ler 


Of four or five ſweethearts who courted a laſs. 


The firſt was from France, a la- mode de Paris, 
All faſhion, all feather, bien Monſeur poudriez 
He bew'd, he took ſnuff, cut a caper, and then 
He bow'd, cut a caper, and took ſnuff again. 


A Dutchman advanc'd,—when the lady he ſaw, 


He dropp'd dowa his pipe, and he blubber'd out 


yaw z 
With hands hid in pocket, and unpoliſh'd leer, 
As frogs fing in courtſhip, io croak d out Mynheer. 


- 


ugh was his name; 


ſtar d at Monſieur, 
9 his ſword, and ſaid, 4b /—errab, 
my 


The next 4 meſs John, of rank methodiſt taint, 
Who thought like a finner, but look d like . 


2 


H 
Sh 
T 
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Clos'd 8 his thumbs, moving muckle 
is 
Then turn d up his eyes as about to ſay grace. 


A neat Engliſh ſailor in holid trim, 

Who had long lov'd the laſs, . 7, PPPs 
— him, 
, Athwart them all „ under arm toſe d his ſwitch, 


THE WINE VAULT. 
Tune,—The hounds are all out. 


I am, and contented 1'11 be, 
For whatcan this world more afford, 
a laſs who will ſociably fit on my knee, 


And a cell ſaciably ſtor d. 
. My brave boys. 


My vault door is deſcend 
" reer | 
Tis as ſweet as the lips of your love to the taſte, 
And as bright as her cheeks to the eye, 
D 3 — 


1 


In a piece of fit hoop, ſee my le is ſtuck, 
Twill light us each bottle to r 
The foot of my glaſe for the ntpoſe I broke, 
As I hate that t a bumper ihc. id and. 
My brave oaks 


Aſtride on a butt, 28 = butt ſhould be mod, 

Il gallop the bruſt. er hong 

Like grape bleſung Bacchus, che £004 jellow” 5 god, 
And 4 ſentiment giwe, or a ſong, 
„ My brave boys. 


We are dry” where we fit, though che , 
With — the moiſt wa. ls to emboſs, 
From the arch, duſky cobwebs in gothic taſte ſtream 
Like ſtucco- work cut out of moſs. 
My brave boys. 


When the lamp 18 biiwful how is taper flame 
ſhines, | 
Which when moiſtore 3 is W anting decays; ; 
Repleniſh the lamp of my life ui h rich wines, 
Or elſe there's an end of my blaze, 
| My brave boys, 
Sound thoſe pipes, they! re in tune, 2nd ng bins 
are well fill'd, | 
View that heap! of old hock in your er; 
Von bottles of Burgundy, mark how they're pil'd, 
Like TRY tier over tier, 


My te 


2 MV 
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My cellar's my camp, and my ſoldiers my flaſks, 
All gloriouſly rang'd in review; 
When 1 caſt my eyes round, I confider my caſks, 


As kingdoms I've yet to ſubdue, 
My bras boys. 


Like Macedon's madman my glaſs I'll enjoy, 
Defying hyp, gravel, or gout ; 
He cry'd when he had no more worlds to cellroy, 


th when my liquor i is out, 
My brave boys, 


On their —7 uf ſome have fought, and as fol 
wall | | p 5 

When reeling, I roll on the floor: 
Then my legs muſt be loft, fo I'lI drink as 1 nie, : 
| And dare che beſt Buck to do more, © . 
My brave Joys. 


Tris my will when I die, not a tear (hall be ſhed, 


No Hic Facet be cut on my ſtone; 


But pour on my. coffin a bottle of red, 
And fay that bis arinking is done, 
My b rave boys. 
FA Te „ nan: 6 : 8 f #4 
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THE COBLER or CRIPPLEGATE. 


AA Saen 


Ho- a Che is call'd but a low occupation, 
The of cobb 
From meup to hok —— . 


D 4 


(- 3 
Some ſay that Old England wants Geel-precing, 
| true; 
, Our country is trod upon Fke an old foe, 
And may Heel pieces want, —aye, and bead pieces too. 


One, wamping our r old conſtitution "FE 
And turn and tranſlate it to jerve ſelf and friends, 
All this is but borching to ſerve their own ends. 


Each roof in this iſland with liberty rings, 


The of their country each party-man fings, 
The Enj of th phraſe ha country's good 


1 
Good fouls I'd be picking, the bad be diſbanding, 


PWW 


7 8 want the = wiſely 
* 2 3 ſhepherd beneath a buſh hides ; 
Bo as the times change we are ſure to change fides. 


With my aul in my hand I'll Old England defend, 
Giving room to my betters, who've much room to 


3 or ſoon have an end. 


To thoſe who are heedleſs what bere may miſhap, 
Their hearts are as hard as the fone in my lap, 

| They're taking their ſwing, ag. a 
"EC . rab. 


1 beginto Wax warm, fo I'll cloſe up my ſeam, 
0. I cou'd hammer out ſuch a fine theme, 


It gas about ſomething I faw'd in a dream. 


To 


B 
if 
0 
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1 
To my [aft I am come, and that ſhall not laſt long; 
So this is the laſt of a poor Cobler's ſong, — | 

May they now be right who till now have been 


Sung by Mr. Quick, in the Duenna, | 
But health and good-humour to make her his toaſt ; 
If ſtraight I don't mind, whether fleader or fat, 
Or fix foot or four, we Il ne'er quarrel for that. 

| | Well wer, c. 
Whate'er her complexion I vow I don't care, | 
If brown it is laſting, more g if fair; X 
And tho' in her checks I no di ſhou'd fee, 
Let her ſmile, and each dell is a dimple to me. 
Let ber, &c. 


Let her looks be the reddeſt that ever were ſeen, 


A little round chin too's a beauty I've heard, 
But I only defire—ſhe may*nt have a beard. 


D; Son. 


0 = ſ F ( 58 ) "2 =D 
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Surg by Mr. Bannifter, in the Summer Amuſement. 


O high, go low, in ev'ry ſtate, 
The iai.or's heart is true, 
In adverſe, or in proſp'rous fate, 
He joins the crew. 

Then toiling early, watching late, 

„ {Defends his king and country's only; 

* hopes to be when come from tea, 
e Cheer'd with applauſe. r 
AZ ome when' iports his welcome crown, 1 5 

His wite's the lireheſt of the throng; 
rc ben. care ſinks his ſpirits down, 


his ſav'rite Jorg. 
So when the nuptial knot is tied, 
Our friendſhip c.ofer will cement; 
Each morn you'll hajl my blooming bride, 
3 - Nauk gladiy ſha!e my heart s content. 
Ih graſp . hand which mace her mine, 
To tocial ſcenes my hours reſign, 


: While al the wonted nnn * 

E 

ls 4 5 vuicn XOBODY CAN Dur. 

4 all men are beggars, you plainly a 
For beggars there are of every degree, 


T35 0009 WET, or bags WIS 
| . * 


Her endearing {mile rewards his toil, & Lone 


a4.  S« _ 


Ets 
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neg. man, he begs that his wares you would 
u 
Then bets ond belie re che price is not hi 
And ſwears 'tis his trade, when he tells you a lie. 
: Which aobody,Fcs. 


The lawyer, he begs vou wou'd give kim a fee; 5 
Tho' he reads not your brief, and regards not yr 
plea; 
Then aaviles your foe how to get a decree. 
Which 2 tc. 


The courtier, he egg Fo: a ati 22— 
A ribbon, a title, a mile from his grace, 
"T1: due to his merit, is eee 1 in his face. 


5 Wins whey u. 4 


- 


But if by BY he ſhould La to get none, 
He begs 10u'd believe that theEwmarion's undone z 
Therc's but one honeſt man-—and himſelf is that. 


one. Which nobody, Cc. = 


The fair one, who labours whole mornings at home,” E 
New charms to create, aud much paint to conſume, } 
Yet begs you'd believe tis her naturai bloc. : 


| Wkich . Te. 


The lover, he begs tone ds. -.» 
She begs he'd be gone ; bat her languiſhing 22 | 


Still begs he would 3 * can'tdie. 8 


6 . 


| When a knave to gain his end, 
Sifts you io betray your friend, 
Let your anſwer be only, mum, mum, mum, 


8 0 N 8. 


S TEREMESNT TO LETT. 
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For 4 
I'll lett this famous bow) r 


Nay — 71 
Il lot infor an hone, 


There's round about a pleaſant grove, ; 9 
To ſhade it from the ſun ; | 
And underneath is well-water, 


That pleaſantly does run. 
Where, if you are hot, you may be cool'd ; 


The place is very dark t, LO. 
And ſo it is by day; TI 22. a 
But when you once are enter ' d in, „ 

Loon cannot loſe your way. " 5 | 
And when you're in, go boldly on, 
As far as ©er . , 
And if you reach to the houſe- top, "2 
You 'U be where ne'er was man. 


THE DRUNKEN COBLER'S aun ESS. 


4 
is leathern throat of mine with as much | 


n 


and came away with kis budget full, and 2s ber as 
ever I'd wicht be. Bette, Betty, bring mea pot 
of ha { and halt, but be (ore you don't mix it. — 
Let's ſce, what hav. we got here ?——Confound the 
barks of their huis! "they? re always behind. — 
Hum — Wht a d mn'd -anoJe's this, one can 
hardly cxinguiſh the <cewcaſtle Courant from the 
Cumberland Chronicle: - hah | reading} * Satur- 
© day and Sunday's poſts—ſt is ſaid that Doctor 
© Banks and Mr. Sal-a-man er, will by comm nd 
© of her Majeity. un ertake a voyage round? - hom 
the head vrcl> o the preie..t month ;* ah! and 
orders are received at the ViQualling-Office ac- 
*ho cording y, for a ivpply otothit fix months pro- 
* viſions.— hum“ We hear frm Cas. iſle, that 
282 parſonage was Ling in His char iot to 
7 Windſor, —bc feil afle-p with the candle bathing 
in his hand, an: ſet fire to the bed cloaths;* Ay, 
- Ghar might happen niouet the cer-leffweſe bf the- 
So, © Wuitchave, —Veſter ay, arrived 
© here from Philad- *phia, with Ciivatcoes bn board 
the moſt violent orn. cf thund r ani . dtn 'n ng 
© ever remembered: 7ſhaw ! that's nothing but 
a bam upon the miniſtry. * Yeſterday morning 
* about three o'clock this afternuvon, a fire broke 
© out in an empty hone, and entirely con{umated 
all the 12rniture; an eiderly middle ag'd woman 
coming by at the ſame time, fell into a cinder 
© fieve and was crowned, aturday morning about 
- © -four-o'cjock in the afternoon, a woman Was s. 
% mitted to Brideweii, by John Wi ding, Eic 
; , *:barbaroufly icrapins ner baſlar child to death 
11 with oyiler hell: ” fuſt murder of the kind Tever r 
\ heard&:of.—. Foreign news, Piccadiily, Aug. the 
|. * 34th, Yeſterday a w man was fafcly delivered of 
. » Oh! thisis all 
et unn d 


| 
| 
| 


1 1 

— lies, this can never be true. —( Lights the 
pipe, c) IL. went to ſee a friend of mite other 
day, he's a conchman in a gentleman's f. mi y, and 
he aſke') me to go io the play with him ay ſays 
I, why what play is it? W, 1ays h , tis 
« King Hamlet and the Prince of Duakuk ;” King 
Ha: ulct and the Prince of Dunkirk, jays I. t at can 

never be; tur I have got all the Roman, Emperors 

lock'd up in my cloſet, and I am jure therr's none 

of their na es begins with an H. un; is i; 15 Titus 
Vaſhpauon —>0 preſently the Cook aud the Coach- 

man got quarrelling, About who had t:avelicd fare. | 

theft; and in tie miſt of tie cus g, the Cook | 

tumbled the Cuachman into th drip}iggp n; Now. © 

ſays the Coachman I n. ay iwe.r I have travelled 7 

fartheſt ; for IV, travelled im ans. ; indeed 

| ſo he had, lor he ws c—mmw'd great: ; 


I have three as fine children as a 1 wiſh | 
to ſtick a knife into: 1 here's wy 1097 Tommy, he 
is a fine ſcholar; he writes a exceeding fine 

hands, one he cannot read hunſfelf. and the other 
nobody can read for him. Now thęre is my daug- 
ter Po ly, ſhe lives with an old parion; ſhe was c 
d- mn'd cunning t'oth-r day, as to mend the 
ſon's ſtockings with wivte wo ted; fo that the? 
poor parſon was forced to bop te the charch like a] 
magpye.—Wiy Betty, Betty, tus ſon of a whore, : 
of a maid poes up ſtairs lorty tin es a day, and neven 
comes down again. — But its a! one to Criipid 
let the world g0as it will, I car. divert my 
an old ſong. 4 


«Vie hn Oe of Cope og page 79. | 
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s ON G. 
THE JOVIAL BEGGAR.' 


, HERE was a Jovial Beggar, 


He had a wooden leg ; 
Lame from his cradle, 
And forced for to beg. 
4 R oa 
Will go, will go, 
And a begging we will go. 


A bag for his oatmeal, 
Another for his ſalt; 
And a pair of crutches, 

To ſhow that he can halt, 
And a begging, &c. 


| A bag for his wheat, 
Another for his rye , 


To Pimlico we'li go, 
Where we ſhall merry be ; 

With ev'ry man a can in's hand 

And a wench upon his knee, 
And a begging, &c, | 


I live, and pay no rent; 
Providence provides for me, 

And I am well content, 
And a begging, &c. 


3 
BW 
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TEE TRIFLIKG SONG. 


Trifling ſong you ſhall hear, 
Begun with a wile, and ended: 
All trifiing people draw near, 


And I thall be nobiy attended. 


Were it not for trifies a few, 

That ate y have come into play, 

The men wou'd want ſomething to do, 
And the women want ſomething to ſay, 


What makes men trifle in dreſſing? 
Becauſe the ladies, they know, 

Admire, by often poſſeſſing, „ 
That eminent trifle -a beau. 


When the lover his moments has trifled, 
The trifle of trifles to gon, 

No ſooner the virgin is rifled, 

But a trifle ſhall part them again. 


What mortal man would be able 
At White's half an hour to fit? - 

Or who cou'd bear a tea table, 

Without taking t:ifles for wut? 


The court is from trifles ſecure ; 
Gold keys are no triſles, we ſee; 

White rods are no trifles, I'm ſure, 

Whatever their bcarers may ve. 


TT IM 
But if you will go to che place, 
here triflgs abundantly breed, 
The levez will ſhew you his grace 
Makes promiſes trifles indeed. 


A coach with fix ſootmen behind, 
I count neither tril- nor ſin ; 

But, ye Gods ! how oft do we find 
A ſcandalous trifle within ? 


A flaſk of champagne, people think it 
A trifle, or ſomething as bad; 

But if you'll contrive how to drink i Re * 
You'll find it no trifle by gad. 


A parſon's a trifle, at ſea, 
A widow's a trifle, in ſorrow ; 
A peace is a trifle to-day ; ; 


V/ho knows what may ___ to-morrow £ : 


A black coat, a trifle may cloak, 
Or to hide it a red may endeavour ; ee 
Bur if once the army 1s broke, | 
We ſhall have more trifles than eyer. 


The ſtage is a trifle, they ſay, 
The reaion pray carry along, 
Becauſe that at ev'ry new play, 
The houſe they with trifles do ase. 


But with people's walice to trifle, 
And to ſet us ail on a ioot, + - 


The author of this is a tiifle, | 
And his ſong is a trifle. to bpgt« . , 
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. 
THE BEST IN CHRISTENBOM. 


A HEALTH. 
(Tone, Iz fory we're told, fc.) 


E ſons of the caſk, 
Who love a full flaſk, 
in of life hither come; 
While it ſparkling — 

A health I'll p 
50 To he be i all Chrifendon.” 


| To the 


| Bot wichout a fee always are mum ; 
For once honeſt be, 
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Ye ſoldiers who fight, 
Yet gain nothing by t, 

Quit the ſound of the trumpet and drum; 
More pleaſure is found, 
When glaſles go round, 

* To the beſt in all Chriſtendom.” 


Ye merchants, who roam, 
For riches from home, 

In hopes of obtaining a plumb ; 
What 1s — s wealth, 
Compar' d with a health, 


9 To the beſt in all Chriftendom.” 


| Ye bards who create, 

Ins the whimſical pate, 
Strange ſtories of fee, faw, and fum; 
"Twill inſpire your muſe, 

Then a health ne er refuſe, 
„ To the beftin all Chriftendom. 


And when all are met, 
Round the bowl let us get, 

And each tip a glaſs o'er the thumb: 
While there's liquor before us, 
Ler's Join in a chorus, 

* To the beſt in all Chriftendom.” 


v oO N. 
HOBINOL'S CHOICE, 
= young Hobinol trudg'd oer the. 
Stumpaty, ſtampaty, ſtump, = 


1 70 3 


He met p tty Peggy, who l ie e kim hieed, 


ada: 1p. Jy 1 N mp s 
Ah! Fegg, 
Take pr'y «1 ut 

F':mo © Hobs „ flump, 


enen iſe 
Beats hard at ny bre Aſt, 


The damſel made anſwer, I know vou of old, 
umpaty, nun paty, nump, 
Te ſame to a kn re befide you have told, 
Trumpaty, trumpaty, trump z 
No, H:5:n;/, no, 
To church tirit let's go, 
diumpaty, ſtum ſtum . 
Then do — — will, - 22 
Ot love take your fill, 


Humpaty, humpaty - hump. 


| Then _—_—— hang he attempted a kiſs, 
Plumpaty, plumpaty, plump, 
he * d to take it amiſs, 
7. rumpaty, rump; 
Pr he drew near, 
aaa, ear, 
1 ö umpaty, thumpaty, thump, 
1 Then with a ſtern frown, 
| | Left the poor tortur d clown, 
Dumpaty, dumpaty, dump. 


e 


Co 
Sh 


Ye 


1 1 
His Garter unty'd, 
To his neck he apply'd, 


Plumpaty. plumpa lum 
Then like a bold 2 en, 
Put an end to his pain, 


Flum * lum paty, flurap. 


Confounded and vext, when u her.rd what was done, 
Trompaty. Mum paty, trump, 
She vows for his ſ ke other fitars to ſhun, - 
 _Lumpaty, \umr,at,, lump ; 
And often has 1a; 
She will gie ap old mald, 
Frun p., frompaty, frump, - 
Though . 3 very il. : 
She m i lee d apes in [Tell, 
Grum paty, „rumpaty, grump. 


Ve logers, who ſigh ev'ry day for the fair, 
Glump:ty,” g unpaty, zlump, 
Like Hobinol, wie. avoid Hymen's ſnare, 
Mumpaty, mumpaty, . 
Chooſe rather to ſwing, 
In a good hempen ſtring, 
. (Jumpaty, bw. MT clump, 
Than dangle for life, 
In that n«oſe call'd a wife, 


_ Grumpaty, g. . grump. "Mp 


0 N 6. 2 On 


ou ladies draw near, I can tell you good news, 
(If you pleaie togive ear, or elſe you may chuſe 

Ot an Iriſh accom; tant, both frolic and free, | 
That does wond'rous feats by the ſure rule of three. 
That does word" rous feats, Oc. 


* ® '# * 
4 F'Y * 
Fr. 4 
- M 


ä 4. 7 
Ie 
I'll leave to be praftis' ibbling fools ; 
This art is improved unto ſuch a 
That he manages all by his ſure rule of three. 


You dames that are wed, who can make appezr, 
That you loſe an eſtate for want of an heir; 
This accomptant will came without ever a fee, 
And warrants 2 boy by his ſure rule of three. 


If a widow's diftreſs'd for the luſs of her ſpouſe, 
Tho' to have him again ſhe cares not a louſe ; 
Her wants he ſupphes whatever they be, 
Aud all by his art in the ſure rule of tee. 


M9) 2 


mo 160 Gee fn the night, and fret, ſhiver, and 
= 
You may preſently ſend, 8 ſatisfied be, 


You ladies that are with a huſband unhleſt, 

And are minded to make him a delicate beaſt, 

He'll fix the brow antlers juſt where they ſhould be, 
Aud all by his art in the ſure rule of three. 


ng ren 


Lau laſſes at large of the true female race, 

Flad of the men that will lie on their face; 

Do but try the bold Iriſh, you all will agree, No 
That yon never did taſte of ſuch good rules of three. N 


SONG. 
Wa 
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S O N G. 
THE INFALLIBLE BEAUTY. 
I the days of my youth I was ſenſibly crazy, 
I | 


courted a laſs that was willing but lazy; 
er teeth were as white as a in November, 


Her eyes were as black—as the ow in December. - 


Si hi ho ! fhe's a ſceet lovely creature! 
The 1 bimſelf would ro frigbten d to meet her. 
Her neck is as ſmooth as the fide of a griddle, 


And ſweet with her wriſt the can play che Scorch | 


fiddle : 
The of her legs, is like two ſtacks of corn, fir, 
Her are as clear as a ſow-pelder's horn, fir. 


Sing Larry hi ob, Sc. 
Her eyes, © tvs a hs 


No more than a tyger, ſhe eats at her victual, 
And drinks no more fluſh, 2 A 


pickle. 


Berne die cxehh hes 2 ated a6 he huh, fir, 
Her middle's as ſmall as a cow in the waiſt, fir ; 
You'd glory to hear the jade ſing in her pleaſure, 
As ſweet as—an aſs at the change of the weather, 
Sing Larry hi ob, Sc. 


Now having once more, ſhut my eyes to behold her, 
? 2 a word, my whole mind I have duld 


Welle 
If you will conſent your condition to alter. : 
* * Sc. 


4 
- 


* 


 _ 


ar ..- » 
er dea dee be l. I 


e 
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THE COURTSHIP, 


L ang you a ſong of a modern date, 
Concerning a damſel who had a good eftate ; 


young, and beautitul, whoſe name it was 
Kate; 
She was mightily teas'd with admirers of late, 
Aamiration / admiration / 


Os the wonderful admiration ! 


| The firſt was a beau, much reſembling an ape, 
That had broken its chain, and made its eſcape ; 
He came into her preſence with many a ſcrape, 


Cock ſure of the maid from his delicate 


The next was a fot, who came 


Haim. Te. 


ing drunk, 
uſt as he had quitted his bottle and . 
ut his half rotten carcaſe ſo dev'liſhly ſtunk, 1 
| blaſted, and projects were 
W 


The next was 2 youth with 2 forrowful air, 

| Who had fallen a victim to love and deſpair ; 
_ He'S not the leaſt proſpect of gaining the fair, 

EE 80 juſt came to die, and to end all his care. 


Deſperation, c. 
3 A bully came ove in his hat, 
ene rectus pay . 
He brag'd of his courage with impudent chat, 
. 
Elevation, *. 


* 
« 2 = 
" 1 


= 
+ 
- = 
WC 1 
n als * 


„ 
Then in came a quaker, friend Elijah Prim, 
Hid under the ſhade of a thirteen inch brim; 
What ever he did 'twas the ſpirit mov'd him, 
Bat I'm ſure he had none, for he mov'd not a limb. 


Inspiration, c. 


A rake who had been of her fortune a 

In & conjuror's habit his perion diſguis'd ; 

Her fortune to tell, was the ſcheme he devis' $2 

But his _ was pull'd off, and his * . 
priz | 


Conjuration, Sc. 


An Iriſh dear ſhoy was the next that came in, " 
Tho? bare were his buttocks, yet rough was his chin, 
A blundering ftory he ſtrove to begin, | 
But Kate by ſuch eloquence he could not win. : 
Botheration, Ec. 


At length a young captain, directed by fame, 

Repair d to the damſel, and put in a claim; 

His offers were ta en, and he carried the dame, 

So if they're not happy, themſelves are to blame. 
Con/ummation, Ec. 3 | 


i — 


s O N 6. 
Sung by Mr. Dodd, in the Gentle Shephard. 


. ſaid to Jenny, Jenny wilt thou dot? 
Ne'er a whit, quoth Jenny, for my —_— ö 
For my 228 I winna marry thee, 4 
Ben's ye like, quot * ye may ler e be. | 
1 2 5 


© 2 

I ha'e gold and gear, I ha'e land enough, 

I ha'e ſeven good oxen panging in a pleugh, 
Ganging in a pleugh, and wand*ring o'er the lee; 
And gin ye winna tak me, I can let ye be. 


I've ain geud houſe and barn, and eke a bire, 
A peat ſtack fore the door, will make a ranting fires 
Pie make a ranting fire, and merry we will be, 
And gia you will not ha've me, ye may let me be. 


Jenny ſaid to Jockey, gin ye winna tell, 

Ye ſhall be the lad, I'll be the laſs myſel 
* and I'm a laſſie free, 
W 


| " 4 S O N G. 


THE SAILOoR 's LITANY, 


1 
wt WE delivered. 


r and is always up- 


| From 2 — co and the bed—a green h—k—r has 


bee a dry diſappointed old maiden, 
„ 


EY 
rom . and yaws, and all outlandiſh hard- 


From bilboes, 2nd bolts, and confinement in guard- 
Ps 3 a 

From the new petty captains, contriv'd their 
VVV | 


From laws conftru'd wrong, and a judge without 
| candour ; 


From a foe's open force, and a friend's private lan- 
der ; 


From the guard-houſe, and hell, and a gouty com- I 
mander, be 
From a a a wh—re that tobacco, or flops 4 
ſells ; 3 
From an agent's, and all other raſcally ſhops elſe; «4 
From ſpringing our yards, and from Prang our 


top 3 


From an officer that's always in a dq d Rickle ; 3 . £ 
From firſt being flogg d, and then put into pickle _Þ 

From a beaſt of a cook, that would poiſon oid Ni- 
chol, May we be delivered. 


From _ = will bear neither boiling or roaſt- 1 
From leaks when at fea, and from ſhoals in our 


coaſting ; 3 
From a midthipman's fee, andthe handeof a boat ; 
ſwain, | 


E 3 "Prop 


{ 


May we te delivered, "IF 


1 
From beef never put into brine till it ſtunk, 1 
Or ſalted too much, and as ſolid as junk; [ 
From being ſceiz'd up to the ſhrouds when we're 


drunk, 
May we be delivered, 


From ruſty fat pork that will make a man ſpew ; 
From a gin dizaking wench, and a wife that's 2 
ſhrew ; 


| From a doctor, «lawyer a band and a 


js „% a bt 


we be delivered. 


From ſtinking ſalt butter, and hard Suffolk cheeſe ; 
From rope yarns, and rags, and old chews in our 


From . and the lice, the moſqaitoes and 
* May ave be delivered. 
From bread that is muſty, and beer that is ſower d; 
From an obſtinate ſore that can never be cur'd ; 


| From the wiles of the purſer, the d—1, and fieward, 
2 May <ve be delivered. 


PR oO 


5 key 


S ON. 


LL. ſing you a ſong, it is my intention, 
Moſt My I will ineer at, yet nobody mention, 


Nobody !—you'll cry—Lard ! that muſt be ſtuff; 
Om" in ſinging I'm nobody, that s the firſt prof 
= 


net nobody ſees the ks d, 
Thos Erbe mane gr, 


aA id bid bad 


79 ] 
When the cries out be quiet, ſomebody u ill hear us, 
He ſoftly replies, there's nobody near us. 
Tol lol, &c. 


But big with child proving, ſhe's quickly diſcarded, 
When favours are granted nobody's rewarded ; 
When examin'd, the cries out, oh! Jeſu forbid i it, 
If Pm got with child—why nobody did it. 

Tol lol, &c. 


When by ſtealth the gallant the wanton wife leaves 4 , 

The footſteps are heard, and her ſpouſe thinks it's 
thieves, 

He ftarts in a fright, calls out loudly—who's there, 

The wife pats his cheek . crie nobody my dear. 

Tol lol, &c- 4 


4 


Nobody's a name ev'ry body will own, I 

When ſomething they ſhould be aſham'd of they ve 

done; 4 

| 'Tis a name that is fit for old maids and young 
beau:, 

For what are they born for — nam; 

Tol lol, &c. 


But of nobody now | here enough has been ſung, 

If nobody's angry, then nobody's wrong; 

hope for free fpcaking I cannot be blam'd, 

Who can be offended when nobody's nam'd. : 
e lol, . 


1 80 1 


$ ON G. 


THE FRANK. 


"TT" HERE was a grave prude, and her ears they 
were chaſte, | Fa 
1] wou'd not be bound for to vouch for the reſt ; Ex 


* 


She'd make a long face, and be ſure to cry fie, 
At a word that was ever fo little awry. 
| Derry down, &c. M: 


To a Member of Parliament ſhe was firſt .couſin, 
And had us'd for to-plague him for franks by the 
dozen; | 


Gy 


edi 


„ 
d to the door, and he call'd back the maid, 
iling all round his broad face to her ſaid, 

om ſervice to your miſtreſs, and pray let her 


I'm but this member's frank will not. 
* Davey Wha, Ae. 


Fair ladies take warning by this hiftory ; 

Examine your franks leit they ſhould be 700 free ; ; 

May your letters bring * dut never bring 
ame, 


May they never be frank'd bh Grough a nick 
name, Derry down, &c- 


a 
nE MARINE MEDLEY. 
Tune,—Come liften to my Ditty. 
OW ſafe moor'd, with bowl before us, 
Meſs-mates heave a hand with me, 
Lend a brother ſailor chorus, 
While he fings our lives at fea: 
O'er the wide wave-ſwelling ocean, 
Tols'd aloft, or tumbled low, 
As to fear, *tis all a notion, 
When our time's come, we muſt go. 


Tune, —Life is chequered. 
Hark the boatſwain hoarſely bawlin 
By UH INGS 268 Une -yards 
Down top-gallants, down hauling, 
Down Fey tp Fi 


E 5 


( 82 } 
Now fet the braces, 
Don't make wry faces, 
But the lee top- ſail ſheets let go, 

Starbeard here, 
T 

urn your ad, 
8 
| Yo! yo! yo! 


| Firſt T une again. 
Oh, ye landmen, idly lying 
All along-fide beauty's charms, 
Safe in ſoft beds, ſeas defying, 
Free from all but love's alarms. 
While on biliows, billows rolling, 
| Death appears in every form, 
On no ladies laps we're lolling, 
No kind kiſs can calm the ſtotm. 


But loud peals, on peals are claſhin 
Through rift rocks, the ſhrill wind ſhrieks; 


Y In our eyes fierce lightning flaſhing, 


Scorch - ſails, and lech the decks. 
Burſting clouds upon us pouring, | 
Black, o'eripread the face of day, 
* ſeas in whirlpools roaring, 
| Fery flies the ſparkling ſpray. 


High, the toſſing tempeſt heaves us, 
Yow'rds the pole aloft we go, 
While the clouds ſeem to receive us, 
Dreadful yawns the gulph below. 
In that dark deep, down, down, down, down, 
Down we fink from fight of ſky, | 
By the fwell, as inſtant up thrown, 
Hark ! what means on diſmal cry! 


(1 
The fore-maſt's s ſome ſad tongue out 
O'er the 2 oy On %Sove deck. — 
A leak beneath the cheſtree s ed out, 
Call all hands to clear the wi 
Quick the lannyards cut in pieces, 
Come my hearts, be ſtout and bold, 
Plumb the well, the leak increaſes — | 
Four feet water's in the hold. | 


Worſe and worſe, the wild winds tear 
Warring waves around us foam, 

For the worſt, while we're preparing, 
Nature ſhrinks, and ſighs for home. 

There, our babes, perhaps are ſaying, 
In their little liſping ſtrain, 

As round mother's knees they're playing, 
Daddy ſoon will come again. 


Tune Early one morn a jolly young Tar. 
If we muſt die, why die we muſt, | 
Tis a birth in which all muſt mun. 
r 
Then all hands be ready to pay mun. 
As to life's ſtriking its flag, never 
Our cruiſe is out, that's all my brother, | 
In this world we ve luff d it „ thus, and no near, 
So let's ſhip ourſelves for another. | 


Tune the firſt _— 


Overboard the guns be 
0 come e 
ale bg 
23 land. 
J "" ws 


4 


” 


þ s 
* 
* 


| (%) 
mee wn, ? 
ſs, yet for help we call, 
Re*ry fon brink Eital of hos, 

To the florm's fell power we fall. 


Now diſmay, with aſpe& horrid, 
Swells each fleepleſs eye with tears ; 
And Deſpair, with briſtly forehead, 
On each bloodleſs face appears. 
Sad we view the ruthleſs wave! 
— Oferwhelming ſeas roll mountain high; 
The ſwell comes on, our watery grave, — 
Hark, what means yon happy cry ! 


The leake we've found, it cannot pour faſt, 

| We've lighten'd her a foot or more; 

| Up and rig a jury fore-maſt, 

8 She rights, ſhe rights, boys, wear of ſhore. 

No, my hearts, we're ſafe from 

3 We'll Il again lead failors lives; 

Come, the cann boys, let's be drinking 
e e e 


S O N G. 
11111 L*'ARGENT., 
Tune, Pretty Peggy of Windſor. 
O' with ajly hepa nee are comm, Sr, 
With 1 wg for ev ry 


Tu ſhew a ſpecific nos ſhamm'd, fs 
.. A nefirem whith Sever can fall. 


The 


2 


1 
The drop and pill 
May heal or kill, 
As doters on doors have done; 
But ſnug and ſure, 
To work a cure, 


Apply th' Elixir Þ Argent. +. 


For weak conſciences tis an Zmeric ; 
A Reftorative for a loſt fame ; 
If fear gravels you, this — 
Diſcharges each ſymptom of ſhame. 
ike Achilles from Styx, 
No wound will fix 
When this is on. * 
Nay, chuſe to anoint, 
Ev*n juſtice's point, 
"Tis blunt by Elixir Þ Argent. 


"Tis a Styptic to top maidens 
An Opiate makes jealouſy reſt ; ; 
*Tis a Leckare where all men are pupils, 
Art and ſcience without it a jeſt. 
n 
Win learning's prize, 
This Recipe want you're undone; 
Meri: vainly may ſtrive, 
No genius can thrive, - 
But the genius POO "es 


His honour demurs to a 


The agent demurs A ＋ 4 
5 i demurs to his ſwearing, 


| —_ n 
Yet each fick breaſt 


—_ 

Sccundum artem they're gone, 
When a guantem fu. 
Is took of the ſtuff, 

Elixir nouveau de l Argent. 


When 48 voluptuouſneſs ſeizes, 
The medical corps in array, 
Sword by fide take the field *gainſt diſeaſes, 
And, Swiſs-like, give battle for pay. 
Not a word of / f, 
Accepting the pe:t, 
That leſſon the . ne'er con, 
But faith we're flamm'd, 
We might die and be dawn'd, 
Bu: for our Zlixir P Argent. 


S O N G. 
Lis EATT-nALT. 


Tune, — Derr 'y down. 


LD Homer! but with him what have we to do? 
What are Grecians, or Trojans to me or to 
A you ? 

„Such . heroes no more I'll invoke, 

Choice Spirits aſſiſt me, attend hearts of oak. 

Derry down, Te, 


Sweet peace, belov'd handmaid of ſcience and art, 
Vnanimity take your petitioner's part; 
Bat feſt, ms ſong, n. 
0 to you. 
9 


Bu 
Perhaps my addreſs you may premature think, 
Becauſe I have mentioned no toaſt as I drink ; 
There are many fine toaſts, but the beſt of them all 
Is the toaſt of the times, that is Liberty- hall. | 
| Derry down, Ic. 


That fine Britiſh building by Alfred was fram'd, 
Its grand corner-ſtone Magna Charta is nam'd ; 
Independency came at integrity's call, 
And form' d the front pillars of Liberty-hall. | 
Derry down, c. 
And their ſons, and their ſons ſons, have prov'd the 
deeds good; | 
By that title we Jive, with that title we'll fall, 
For life is not life out of Liberty-Hall. 
| Derry down, Ee. 


In mantle of honour, each ſtar-ſpangled fold, 
Playing bright in the ſun-ſhine, the buraiſh of | 
Truth . on her breaſt; ſee, at loyalty's call, 
The genius of England in Liberty-Hall. -Y 
Ye ſweet ſmelling courtlings of ribbon and lace, © 
The ſpaniels af pow'r, and bounty's diſgrace, 

So ſupple, ſo ſervile, fo paſſive ye fall, 
Twas paſſive· obedience loſt Liberty-Hall. 
Perry down, Cc 


But when Revolution had ſettl'd the crown, 
And natu:4l zeaſon knock'd Tyranny down, 
No irowns cloath'd with terror appear'd to appall 
The dogrs were thrown open of Liberty-Hall. 
Derry down, c. 


88 ] 
See Ei 


ngland triumphant, her ſhips ſweep the ſea, 
Her ſtandard is jaſtice, her watch-word be free ; 
Our King is our countryman, Engliſhmen all, 
God - Liberty- Hall. 
Derry down, down, &c. 


On were is des 40 wants to know, 

Tiis neither at Marli, Verſailles, Fontainbleau: 
Tis a palace of no mortal architect's art, 

For Li B Za TT -H ALL is anErnGLISHMANs HEART. 


Derry di aun, down, &c. 


— — ñꝗ— . 
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EE this bumper, Bucks be gay, 

| I ſcorn all impofition ; me 

If you'll pledge my toaſt you „ 
"Tis Courtfhip's coalition. | 

When two parties cloie embrace, 
And ation ſmother, 

He is upright 3 in his place, 

And downright is the other. 


Whether tis to riſe or fall, 
Yet flill his time improving, 
In the Cockpit at Whitehall 
The beſt of meaſures moving. 
Outs will ſometimes ins become, 
£ \, "Twixe bock ſides bold be veatures, | 
uſhing things with vigour home, 
Adminiſtration enters. 


l 89 ] 


Certain of a ſtrong ſupport, 
Each op*ning he embraces, 
All the ume he ſtays at court 
His friends preſerve their places. 
The members he depends upon, 
When plac'd in proper ſtation, 
The Star above the Garter won 
At beauty's /nffaliation. 


In love and ftate exact the ſame, 
Reſpecting mankind's wiſhes, 
All the cupboard's key wou'd gain 

To plunder loaves and fiſhes, 
Placemen England have di ſgrac'd, 5 
The daily papers tell 


n 
et proſpects can 

Not ſo low, but room enough 
For me upright to ſtand, Sir. 


On the hill, along the dale, 


I ſometimes turn a rover, 


I flily creep to cover. 
There's the ſport, and that's the ſpot, 
Tis pleaſure's wild i 


: qe J] 

| s ON G. 
THE JOLLY SOUL. 

Tune,—The Niue Vault. 


OME Liberty. damme bo;s, but we'll be free, 
Tho? Care kiil'd a cat, what care I ? 
Pl hold fix to four, only ſay done to me, 
Like a Sou I have liv'd, and Pl] die, 


My brave boys. 


They ſent me to college, I did'nt mind that, 
To teach me to preach and to pray; _ 
I woud'nt be humm'd, I faw what they were at, 
So my eye upon all they can ſay, 
1 My brave boys. 


ps + palaver, why that's all a flaw, 
rieſtcraft ſhall e er do for me. 

Iwill, or I won't, a free agett I am, 

E And — believe what I ſee, 


May lovers * aye, claret's the thing, 
To drink it without any tax ; 
I don't mind the bother *bout ſubje& and king, 
But cuſtom-tree that's all I ax, 
| My brave boys. 


11 Clergy, i aol Lords will but join, 
Our national debrs to pay off, 


And let us free gratis have women and wine, 
Why WW 
My brave boys. 


5 My brave boys. 


[ 91 ] i 
In half-pints the Parl'ment-houſe then rn toaſt, 
And Gon c too, upon my bare knee, 
don't care which fide, or if none rule the roaſt, 


So PI ve but my fun and am free, 
My brave boys, | 


But now they're ſad times, for cur freedom is gone, 
Since we to bumbailiffs ſubmit ; 
Bill o' Rights ! damn all bills, for the nation's un- 
done, 
By chat Graral Warrant, a Writ, 
My brave boys. 


We muſt be made flaves if they don't put a ſtop 
F 1 n 2 dent keeg 
or if in we don't it up, | 
Why then, to be ſure, it muſt fall, 
My brave boys. © | 
n that's queer and to think onꝰt 
is 
So as to this bere, or that there, 
Let me go where I will, if my bottle is full, 
And I get but a girl, 1 don't care, | 
My brave boys. 


If maſter Death thruſts himſelf into my room, 
They tell me he always makes free, 

Pl try if I can't tip Oli Boney a hum, | 
If not, why, — he hums me, 1 

My brave boys. Y 

As I told you before, I'm refolv'd not to think, 
So I cannot a ſentiment 


ve, 
However, n 
Becauſe while we're drinking we live, 


My brave boys. 


5 


11 


s O N G. 05 
ö Her 
| THE SENTIMENT $ONG. | Her 


. 
INNER o'er, and grace ſaid, we'll for bus 


neſs repare, | 
Arrang'd right and left in ſupport of the chair, 
We'll chorus our ſong as the circhng toaſt 
And manage our bumpers as mufical glaſſes. 
Sing Tantararara Toaff ; ail. 


To your lips, my convivials, the Burgundy lift, 
is May we never want courage when putto a ſhift — 
| Here's what tars diſlike, and what ladies like beſt, 
. . that — you may whiſper, why *tis to be 


5d ! 
. Sing Te antararara Toaſt all. 


une, Sing Tantararara Traff all. 


RW = fowlers who eager at partridges aim, 
Dent mark * maim'd covey, but mind better 


45 


* 2 

3 Tie beautyꝰs the ſport to repay ſportſmen's trouble, | 
** my * our pointers fa and Ai in the ſtubble. 
* | Sing Tamararara Taff all. 


2 To game we give law, and game laws we have &i!l 
1 Here's —— and they ann. 
"NE a damſels demur to aur ſport, 


_ Aer r when call d into — es | 
* Sing Tantararara Tock ol 


. 
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As the Indians are warring, our game we muſt fluſh, 
On our breaſts, as we lye, we pretent thro' a buſh— 
Here's the neft in that buſh, and the bird-nefting lover; 
Here's Middlejex bufo-fighting, ref and recover. 
Sing Tantararara Toaft all. 


Afthmarical gluttons exiſt but to eat, 


They purchaſe repletions at each ne EOS 
Love's feaſt boaſts a flavour unknown to made 


diſhes — 
re's — dreſs'd with the feveet ſauce of 


Sing Tantararare Toaſt all 


= 


Fair. befall ev*ry laſs, fair may ſine ladies fall, 
No colour I'll fix on, but drink to them all; 
> black, the brunette, and the golden-lock'd 5 


+ dock of all locks, and unlocking the ſame 1 
1 Eng Te Togf od, 4 


upright fore-knowledge that lock is com- © 
manocing, =_ 
aye, or Locke's Underflanding 3 2 


. of. 


| -all other locks, 
rr 
re's to the ey lads, —rbe critical minute. 


ꝓour out out libations from bottles and bowls 

4 The iether of All-Saints is drank by Al Seals — 
Te FE. 

| 1 - beuje, the miracaibus rans. 
: — 4e. 


. * 
| ae? . 
* i 
” " 3 
ot 4 4 


bing Yantararara Tag all 2 : 


© & 

The Doci- yard which — Great-Britain's fleet!, 
The Bookbinders wives manufaQ ring in ſheets, 
The brown female reaper, who dares undertake her! 


2 the wite of Will Wattle — the neat baſber maker. 
Sing T antararara Toaſt all, I 


Here's Bathfbeba"s cockpit where David flood centry, 1 

Eve Cuftom-bozſe, where Adam mane the firft entry; 

The pleajant plac'd waterfall *midft Buſby-park ; 

Te nick makes the tail land, th „ " 

3 Sing 7 antararara T oaft all, 

_ A | 7 

That the hungry be fill d wvith rich — let us ſay, | 

And well pleas'd the rich be ſent empty away.— 

The millers wife's muſic, —the laſs 4 lamb- lite; 

ö top of lowe's dyke. 
Sing 7 antararara Toaft all, 


| But why from this round-about phraſe moſt be 


sd, 
. gle ſyllable's s better expreſs d; 
=® That ſyllable then 1 my ſentiment call, 
= cer, which is, one word for all. 
Sing 3 


a 
* 


$ 0 N 6. 
' THE DAMN'D HONEST FELLOW. | 
ae Games es tes. 
irit bred,. ſo I'll choicely | 


tu) 


If he does not, or cannot, for that's all the fame, 
But leaves me to fink or to ſwim ; 

If he won't do for me when I ſend in my name, 
Why, dam'me then, I'll do for him. 


If GzorGe did but tip me a place, ora poll, 
If I did'nt clear all, Ill be curſt. 
, I'll take care that nothing ſhall ever be loſt, 
Ot myſelf though, Pl take care the firſt. 


The Government's tools to a man I would ſhift, 
a Corruption's the nation's diſgrace ; 
The Treaſury's Lord, why I'll turn him adrift, 


And whip myſelf plump in his place. 


The national debt I']] wet-ſpunge it away, 
The Sinking Fund that I wou'd drown ; 

1. And when we bold Britons have nothing to pay, 
Why then all our money's our own. 


we 


- 


As to Scotchmen, FR Aw am oft of; never fhte, | 

They are Jacobites all to a man ; -- 
Pray tell me what buſineſs have ſuch fellows here? | ; 
I'm a Briton, and hate ev'ry clan. "I 


Rag ham nn to do with nr men anda | 
I grant you they're clever, but Aill 

We're ten times as clever, if we wou'd but think, 
And oe ume or other we will. | 


Like foxes I'll bunt Preſbyzerians to church, 

For zounds we'll be all orthodox; 

The ſubſidy princes I'll leave in the lurch, 
And ftockjobbers ſet in the ſtocks. 


4 _ 
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My friends III provide for, and thus I'll begin; — 
| Archbiſhop of York ſhall make room. — 


His pulpit l've promis'd to my whipper in, 
The Lord Chancellor's ſeat to my groom. 


My Grand Buck a: drinking ſhall Admiral be 3 

Fve judgment in all I defign ;— 

He ſurely mutt prove belt commander at ſea 
Who's beſt at an ocean of wine. 


Now as to land-ſervice, Exciſe I'll diſband, 
And I'll baniſh the wach from the fireet : 
Betwixt York and Lunnom no turnpikes ſhall ſtand, 
And I'll burn the King's Bench and the Fleet. 


As to ſmugglers, why curſe on the Cyfom-bou/e 


tribe; 

4 Of Placemen, I'll ſoon make an end; 

5 I'll hang the firſt fellow I find take a bribe, — 
Except twas a Buck, —and my friend. 


So now for a toaſt—ſtay—what toaſt ſhall we have? 
- Why Linzarr—can we fay more— 

. And he who won't 6 i, I'm fre is dave, * 
” . Andadſlaveisa 


A wiſe to be ſure! that's the faſhion i in town, 

E: And faſhion for wives to make free ; 

Zuat I won't be bumm'd, 1'11 — oy ens, 
* What friends have will always ſerve me. 


So here's to the girl who will give one a ſhare, | 
d the jilts who deny, 

So curldilly cop, the they've ſo much to 
—S . EDS Us 


ja « 
as SONG. 


1 
s O N . 
THE MAGIE. 


00 people draw near, 
A ſtory to hear, | 
A tory both pleaſant and true; 
Which happen'd of late, 
And's not out of date, 3 
I am going to tell it bo you. 


There was an old cobler,, 
, Who foul'd hoes at Dabler, | 
" juice of good barley ; 
And oft” with his wife, 


Did thraſh her that day, 
And cry'd, what a pox wad ye be t 


Aud 326 matter and peace ; 


And this magpie, 
Who was ſo very fly,-- 
Ovce into moving ous yur; 


( 98 ) 
And as the old parſon 
Was canting his leſſon, 
Cry'd, what a pox wad ye be at ? 


The parſon ſorpriz'd, 
Did lift up his eves : 

Now hal 6s peay Eakes, in need; 
For Satan, I fear 


The parſon agai 
8232 
11 
Flew over his head, 
9 what a pox wad ye be at ? 


From om kts ee down 9 the for; 
* ag} vary 

Quite ready to faint, 

15 Leaping out of the mecting-houſe door. 


So fame without bets, 
And ſome without hoods, 
Then out of the meetin _ 


And magpic hopp'd 
Which cauſed much 


Crying, what apox wad ye 


Then a ſandiify'd foul, 
= Who — to 2 | 


„* 
60 
= i 
< , 


ter, 
at ? 
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Said, Satan, how dare 
You thus to appear 
In this our ſan&i 'd place ? 
3 3 


But magpie he pranc'd, 
Ne ſkipp'd and he danc'd, 
And out of the meeting - houſe gat; 
And all the way long, 
He kept up his ſong, 
Of what a pox wad ye be at ? 


S © N G. 
| FAL DE RAL TIT. ERS 
Sung by Mr. Edwin, in Harloguis Teague. © 


0 WAS I learn'd a pretty ſong in France, OS 
it o'er the | : 


* 


( wo ) 


A cann of they 1 us firai * 

All ſor to 12 ure my ſhip-mate, , £ 

And ſatis faction give him firaigin, {> 2 
Then I ſung fal de * FG &c. * * 


The mACCaronies next came in, 

All dreis'a fo neat, and look'd ſo trim, 

And thinking for to ſtrike me dumb. 

Some was ſhort, and iome was tall, 

But *tis very well known that I lick'd them all, 

For I dous'd their heads againſt the wall, 
Then I ſung fal de ral tit, c. 


The landlord then alcud did ſay, 
As how he wiik'd I wou'd go away, 
And if 1 *trempied jor to flay, 

As bow he'd take the law : 
Lord d—me, ſa s I, you may do. your worſt, 
For I've not ſcareeiy queach'd my thirſt; | 


All this I faid, and nothing worie, 


CO rn en nn Ngo 


Ie's when 1 have croſ'd the raging main, 


And be cone back to Old England again, 


Y Of tr prog Vii „ ie; 5 

2 With a pretty git to fit by my fide, 
And for her coſtly robes I'll provide, 
= | ſhe hall be tatisſied, 
* "ITY ag fal de ral * &C. 


And we got as drank as David's ſow, 


ro peep toe 1-0 
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THE NEW FAL DE RAL TiT. 


Was a flaſh man of St. Giles, 
2 And I fell in love with Nelly Stiles, 


1 the hoof for many miles, 
the ſtrength of my flame; 


n. ied 


mĩralty, 
She up the flats as they 
AT a wipes rom er He 
Aud I flags fal de ral tit. 


| The firſt time I ſaw the flaming mott 


It was at the fign of the Pewter Pot, 

We call'd tor ſome peck, and they beog' tit hot, | 
With gin and bitters too; 

We threw off our ſlang to high and low, 

For we were reſolv'd to breed a row,. - 


. 3 


As we were roaring forth a catch, 2 "oY 

It was twelve o'clock, and we oak the marc, = 

At his jazey then I made a ſoatch, "1 
And try'd to nabhis rattle ; 

But I mike'd my aim, 2nd down I 60? 

So then he charg d both me and Nell, 


Where we ſung fal de-ral tit, kee. 
of = 
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We paſſed the night in love away, 

And before Juſtice : de were had the next day 
When, becauſe we cou'd not three hoy pay, 

Why, we was ſent to quod; 
In quod we paſs'd three diſmal weeks, 
Till Nell with crying ſwell'd her cheeks, 
And Idzmn'd the quorum all for ſneaks, 

And then ſung fal de ral tit, &c. 


From Newgate bars we now be free, 

And Nell and 1 fo well agree, 

1 That we live in harmony, 
1 


Wich bub and 
Redeemer dit time 2: chown O; 


For we have 
Every night at Titmouſe Row, 
Where we ſing fal de adage 


All you that live at your wits end, | 


ay 


»Tis hard, 


To obey he began, but began in pu ERR 2541 4 
Which, ks poo Hans Carvel, put ma'am in 2 


L 103 ] 


'8 ©. G. 


THE MIDDLING AT s 


'ARM-and. wanton one night by her huſ- 
| band's dull fide, 1 
Awiſhing wife, to c Wi 
r n 


ſtray, 
Be contented at home i the middling way. 
| Derry dewn, dewn, Kc. 


What abroad can yon find that you have not at 
dome? : 
Jack heard her, but flily reſoly'd to be mum; 


pray | 
Do not now, my dear, for . vii ee 

Derry down, down, &c. 
With = your, Jack he cries, wife what is't you 


ras, ay lull cent; 405; ty 
Your all my dear Jack, it is all you can fay, | 
Or all that I want in the middling way. 4 


1 you don't mind what I ſay; 
Lond, Jack?! pra pray / bold fl, for you're out of the 


my” Derry down, down, xc. ; 


F4 
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Why, T hate to be tantaliz'd Jack, and you know it; 
If you've any love for me, mow prays my dear 
it ; 

Jack obey'd the direction, till all ſhe could ſay, 
abated oy 


T've ung you a ſong in the mideling way, 
by ang pare I ſuppoſe you will ſay ; 
ſo 


T I'm of elne | 
To fng or oy nothing *tother two ends. 
Derry down, down, c. 


iich end is the beſt, and which molt can prevail. 
As for ſhe, bing, and fi, they are ld by th 


© And altho' Inari and wife for the head may contend, 


b n when they get t' other 


Derry daun, c. 


T . te vl of ar wins 


Vet one I will 


-/ 


3 And tha is, to make here an end of my ſong. 
3 | | Derry dren, dre, pen, te. 


Theent of our 1oves, and the end of our lives; 
_ The end of connection tu ixt miſtreſs and male, 
e does deſign, has its end in the tail. 


Derry down, Je. 


| 1 but theſe are the beſt, 


No end ſhould I in recounting the reſt: 
A. vel you cannot think wrong, 


1 
S ON. 
A $SOLDIER'S SONG. 
OW ü fands the glaſs around, 
For ſhame you take no care, boys, 


How ſtands the glats around, 


Let mirth and wine abound, 
The trumpets found, 
The colours they are flying boys, 
To fight, kill, or wound, 
May we ſtill be found, 
Content with our hard fate my boys, 
On the cold ground. 


Why, ſoldiers, why, 
Should we be melancholy, boys, 

Why, ſoldiers, why, 
Whoſe bus'nels tis to die! 
What fighing, fie! 


— . * 0 
% 
9 ” 


Send us to him who ma.e us, boyz, 


L 166 J 
. 
THE REPRISALS.. 
W 
OME rouſe brother tars ! hark, the ſeamen all 


Were eder d to fight, let us er or die; 
The trumpet's bold notes, and cannon's loud 


roar, | 5 
win chide che dull landſmen, for ling'ring on 


3 Reven has juſt ent us u proſperous 
Direfs all our thunders, and e all; 


She ſoon will aſſure us we arm not in vain, 
| And make us all rich, with the ſpoils of the mais. 


Lanes, leaie tay brave — the finite of the 
ria b 


4 Then chem that love mai to ; 


Here glory awaits you, on ocean's wide field ; 


| Tis Frenchmen that iy, while we Britons purſue. 


| Lock youder! look yeuder! Monkicur is in 
3 n 
wh pe: 2 % : = 


. 


7 To fame, jovial buazers, your nr yield; 


„ 


F — aaron ©, nobler gums we've in 
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But coward-like Frenchmen ne'er wait for the 


blow ; 
They, failing of ſpeed, humbly ſtrike to their foe. 


Like ſons of Old England, once more we reſume 
The humbling their flags, to our high riding 
broom : 


Thy fleets, haughty Louis! have given us our cue, 
And pleas'd, thus we make the repriſals long due. 


s ON S. 
 Doferipeion of @ , patrietic Menber. 
8 *. coblers turn poets to ſerve their great 
Some members turn coblers to turn your beſt ends ; | 


W 


To rob a poor cobler of all cobling work. | 
EE ITED 
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I am a freeman, I may thank my friend ; 
I not only Rand, Soy depen {oo ; 
What would you have more to yourjuſt laws, 


Than to empty my bags in your country's cauſe ? 


eee 
This maxim 1 IAE 


The body's not weak, when the members are ſtrong. 


Some call me an afliftant, but, by your leave, 
My family's deſcended from Adam and Eve; 

My greateſt misfortune, I act in dumb ſhow, 

I have not a tongue for to ſay aye or no. 


3 | What can be more humble, unleſs a plain mouſe, 


My higheſt ambition's a little thatch'd houſe ; 


> The door in the middle, a wife in her ſmock, 
1 — to fall open whenever I knock. 


q Of national good then you need not deſpair, 
1 all members, like me, would Qt hut the have 3 


Mot lean to each party, nor be led aſtray, 


® — bn © anSng way. 


1 Some members no ober t 

* e tte py ya ju br 
I MP men of honour will foear black is whi 
* lat « good Randing member pays bills upon Eight. 


weet charming creatures, my dears all in all, 
| ig pogo wh 1 


on Gil op oy pos ee de 2 a 
r +56 * 2 1 
SONG. 


s O N G. 
THE BRUTES, 
ceaſe all your pother, about this or 
that ; : 
All diſcord and envy let pa's :- 
The tatler who talks of he cannot tell what, 
May juſtly be reckon d an a/5, an @f5, 


The beau who befrizzes and tortures his hair, 
To his delicate ſhape, 

(While ever is the end of his care) 

Deſorves to be reckon'd an ape. 


The cynical churl, who would fain be thought wiſe, | 
a a pn 


Tho” this may be wiſdom in ſome people's 
e eyes) 


The anea whe, greedy, for would fiuf 
r — 


Who never content, would have more than eo 


OO OOO | 
thought, ' ; 
0 1 | 
As the fable can t him into a bout, - a 3 


And he'll prove nothing elſe but a d. 


The merchant who ventureso'er alte ee, { 
In hazardous fearch'atter luck, — ? 
2 wh 


Ne'er knows that his Sire 
— CA 


. 

The innocent fool, who believes he's ſecure, 
In the middle of danger to ſleep, 

Who dreads no deceit from the Foxcs in pow'r, 
Deſerves to be reckon'd a Grep. 


The goſfip brim full of an ill-natur'd tale, 

Runs over with aukward abuſe ;— 

Whilſt this cackling bumour doth ever prevail, 
She deſerves to be reckon'd a goo/e. 


The rogue who in plunderingand filchiag repleat 
Th' anwarry draws into a gult, 
Who lives but to murder, to rob, and to cheat, 


May juſtly be reckon'd a Wolf. 


But he whom good ſenſe and good nature inſpi 
T's do all the prod — 99. ae 
While juſtice and virtue are all his defire, 


May juftly be reckon'd a Man, a Man, 
yy te reckon'l a Mk. 


$S O N G. 


 Ruggedy Madge. 
HE girls of Kilkenny, fo buxom and friſky, 


* 
g 
7 
''=3Z 
| 'T 
5 . 
o 
* 


r 
FI e 


W „Ind dance, 
[a why, ents dance, fag and Ee 


L 1 

Bat bern miſchief maker, 
F caus'd my bowels to * 
* 1 
Ok! Ruggody Madge was the fair creaure's name, 


ebe fir. 


1 


But oh! when I came to addreſs and :dare her, | 
I tumbled down backwards, trait forwards before 
ber. 


Sweet creature, ſaid I—can you fancy a lover, 
That now will conceal what he now will diſcover. | 
Botberee Didderes. 


And — reſolv'd not to hear me, 
|  Botheroo Didderos. 


Src dumb wich this wig, faid I, you falſe 
2 


EN ney kph I 


or it magnifies nothing to . 


1112 J 


laughter, 
Aad call * life ever after. 
_m cha Botheroo Didderos. 


—  _ 
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THE TIMES. 


R my country's good I care not a ſouſe, 
Frede the fun; 
Toe get a ſeat in the Parliament houſe, 
Wich my fairly, ſquarely, 
rarely, 
. 


it in 


| era. | 
4 When u my fortune is gone, P11 live by my clack, | 
3 "To handle the cole's the fun; | E 


| | e. ack, 
| TE 


oy 


| I 
* D 

* To handle the cole's the fun, 
a, in hand, and Gag egos, 


2 * my fairly, &c. 


| knocks, reac bacon the foes, 
Weg To handle the cole”s the fun; | 
. nor fer dt world if you ſee a let ſhore. 
— 5 


E 


Ve 
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We care not for what department we fit, 
To handle the cole's the fun ; 
From the ſtar in the Norch, to the deprh in the pit, 
Wuth my, &c. 


Sell «port, or «town, for he fake of the ce, 
To handle the cole's the fun; 115 
When tir 'd of a war, we can patch up à peace, 
With our fairly, . 
rarel 


EL wo 


; 63 bv, 5 N 


Is the e Scandal. 


ERE's Men ey” e 
Likewiſe to the widow of filty ; 
's to the bold and extra queen, 
And here's to the houſewife that's thrifty. - 

Brink to the laſs, a 
Dirnen 


bn 1 


g- f 


ae 4 


aN 


Here's to the maiden whoſe dimpley, we prize, p 
And likewile to her chat has none, Sir ; 2 
Here's to the maid with a pair of blue eyes, ? 
And here's to her that's but one, dir. 
Let the toaſt paſs, &c. 4. to 


Here's to the maid with a boſom of ſnow, | 
And to her that's as brown as a berry ; 
And here's to the wiſe with a face fall of woe; 
Aad here's to the girl that is merry. 
| „— bee 


«. 
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Let her be clumſy, or let her be ſlim, 
Young, or ancient 1 care not a feather ; 
So fill the pint bumper quite up to the brim, 
And eien let us toaſt them 

| Let the toaſt paſs, 
Drink to the laſs, 
I warrant ſh prve an excuſe or the las 


& * 


S ON G. 
— ng wh as his 


Their . their hoſt, 
Ex and ſentiment garnifh'd each 


Deny down darn, down * 


. one Gorey Ee IO hr pb mo 
I re 
| And 22 watchman, hoarſe bellow'd, 'twas paſt 
b- erde o'clock. 

Derry down, &c. 


2 einbty ran down, the diſturbin g dog found, 
| Abd up ſtairs they dragg d the i — ound; 

When * the li bt, how much were they 
p To Gn highs gry laps Sims why had ſeiz'd. 
5 * 

His 


DP 4 


E 1 
His glaſs as his lanthorn, his ſcythe 

and wy er lock dang led 4 — 2728. | 
wu n * ſit to 


50 hi him at once in «hoped of care - 
Derry down, &c. | 
This is right, ene en wn, while your yet in | 


Since Sms Danton cart 4 
By this maxim were ſure of our tine we 
OY rg PII I lafſes be 41 

pers, my our prim > 
Now we're certain our drinking is always well] 


tim d. den e 
| | | wo 

S O N G. 2 

THE CAUTIOUS LANDLADY.,., © 


Dobbins, waders wv pure, 
t meeting one Sunday 4 
home unexpected, ſhe caught "onthe floor 
er with Dolly the maid 1 


1 16 3 


Sbe fer to the ladle, the poker, the ſpit is 
But at laſt the began to proceed, 

Sure Satan himſelf ot the b.ttomleſs pit 
Will avenge ſuch a damnabie deed. 


Pack < damn'd dog, or I'll give theea 
 Avaunt with thy Babylon whore ; 


| Brow ke have twenty good beds in ID 
— 


O N 6. 


oe, By = 


{ ni 22; 1% 
E Faroe pc to Clowns: or the Chord ue. 


| . n RAT — 


als" [Tone Chevy Chaſe. 


4 TL 
* 17741 i= 1 = | 
7 : | mann 1 at 
— bow, and his ſword, if he wears one, 
4 this legs and nearly throws him down : 
TSS by nt cane rene him te end 
of the room, and feats himfeif in the very chair he 
3 | 


© ep 1 
He then beyfes playine wich his hat, w 


5 and recovering his r 
s Cane, and p picking up his cane, down — 
hat again; tis a Conſiderabie time before be 1 


adjuſted. 


dds tt of axbwardage — 
Obere me bere again; XY 
vel! in axind the cane and bat, 8 5 
Lilecvuiſe the hat and cane. 


When his tea or coffee is handed to him, he © 
ſpreads his handkerchicf upon his knees, ſcalds his 
mouth, ö 
the tea or coffee in his lap. 


05. ahjurd it is, to throw, 
A naphin o'er your knee, 
For that might ſave the China cup, 
8 Jn ah, ä 
At dinner he is more aukward ; be Þ : 


tucks his napkin threugh a button-hole, vhbich 
tickles his chin, and orcaboas im to make e 
of wry faces. 1 


Now pon der well, cher Laughs, 
e 


, that flow, 2 a — 


He feats himſelf on the 72885 i 
ed + eng drow e | T 


8 i w 47 
2 


{x18 } 


|. "Tine cap and bp, as proverbs tel 
many things wacooth ; ; * 
I > prong. 8 
% Betxween the plate and mouth. 


He bl is i fork and qo. 


2898 


{ 00 
7 vo 
be therein; 


4 mach a; — health, 
e 


Further, he has perhaps a number of di 
tricks; he ſauffs up his noſe, picks it with his fin- 
gers; blows it, and looks in his handkerchief; 
crams his hand into his boſom, and next imo his. 
breeches. 


If flea ſoould bite, and you provoke, 
To take his life therefore ; 

Make not a flaughter-bouſe within, 
But drag him to the door. 


In mort, he neither Gelen, n like er 
_ r 
_—_— A 


4 1 on 

1 
4 - . V oy 24 
_ 2 
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He ſtopt at her ſtall, ha! ma ſweet pritty dear, 
Vat ſha 1 I give you for dat little fiſh here? 
That lobſter, cry d Suſan, I'll be at one word, 
* can't it afford. | 

| Derry down, Ce. 


Usa ſhilling, ma dear, parblieu, and vor vat? 
For one half de monie 1's buy better den dat; 
Aha! parblen, begar it does ſtink a. 
Pray imell it your ſelf mattam, 2 


_ a? 
| Derry down, Ec. 
: Says 42 probe a 1252 F nods cr =, A 
5 country would leap 


3 OT e ſhe goes, 
And bob went the lobſter full plump 'gainſt his 
* 3 . Derry down, Ec. 


1 
% Ws | 
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. 
For a Charch-wardes's or Pari Tea. 
Tone—Chevy Chace, 
FOME let us all, with one accord, 
Eat, drink, ſmoke, laugh, and Gag; 
Yea, let us make our hearts right glad, 


For tis a pleaſant thi | 
ns 0 


In time of old, when punch was 
Ns 


Therefore takeced, all ye who've heard 


122 J 
Yea, whoſoe'er he be that is 
In haſte to go away, 


E'en „ 
9 


Cho. For ever, c. 


The words which are juſt paſt : 


And now it reſteth for to ſay, 


Thus endeth ſtave the laſt. 
N 2 Thus endeth fue the laſt, 


—_ 1228 N . 
2 4 'S * | 
=: „. 
- 
3” " F 


_ > FOOLS ALL. 


= 8 CE Ons 


* f 
; * Pg * 1 
- 0 T 284 o 
% * * 5 


= " 
* * 4 


Tune—T axtarerara maſks all. 


en folly fill keeps upir' force, far and nent, 
he round; 


A few fooliſh lines on the 
ee „ ſearch the 


— . 
hos was firſt fool'd by old Nick, and then 


ws nw as. «4 


1 123 J | 

He who was call'd wiſe, whom queen Bathſheba bore 

When he had men, women, and things, ſtudy d oer, 

By concubines fool'd more than well can be utter'd, 

AI RH but meer _— then the fool 
Sing tantararara, Sc. 


And Socrates, who was declar u, by Apollo, 
In „ to beat all bo comin hallow, 
When told it, the hen-peck'd fage did reply | 
I know I'm a foot, there my wiſdom does He. 

| Sing tantararara, Cc. 


The traders, that fools of their cuſtomers make, 


Who through their fair words bad commodines take, 
When in the Gazette with a whereas” diſplay d, 


— 
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And now, to her how complaiſant I can be, 
I thank you for liſt ning thus kindly to me, 
Tho" ſome would fools deem you for lit'aing fo 


Ing, 
To hear à fool fing ſuch a dull fooliſh ſong. 
Sing tantararara tools all, fools all, 
Sing tantararara fools all. 


| Si 7 29 | 
60185 THE REST. 

Tune— Country Laſſer. 

ET others with indecent ſongs, 


* . 1 
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The wedding was ſoon aſter kept, 
Wirh ſeaſting, mirth, and dancing, 
And dame herſclf, though old and lame, 
Among them would be prancing. 
At length the mirth and feaſting o'er, 
The couple being undrefs*d, ET 
They bedded were, the ſtocking thrown,— 
But prithce gueſs the reſt. 


0 $ oOo N G. 


THE s cord. 


But all miſtake their ſov'reign bliis, 
There's no ſuch joy as ſ. olding. 
A205", 
The inſtant that I ope my eyes, 
= NA Adieu all day to ſilence, | 
©. | 1-1 Before my neighbours they can riſe, 
© They hear my tongue a mile hence; 
When at the board I rake my feat, 
l »Tis one continued riot, 
AJ. ect and ſcold, and ſcold and eat, 
My clack is never quit. 


By chance the fair Ceriſſa | 
Crying ber fine beart cherries, round and band: 2:5. 
Will. joyous, inflant pitch'd, — il, 
And leaning o'er her barrow, os. 


I 

Too fat, too lean, too bot, too cold, 
Jever am complaining 3 _ 

Too raw, too roaſt, too young, too old, 


Each gueſt at table 
_ 1t be * or e 
W 
1882 — 


still every ſervant chiding. 


But when to bed I at night, 
I ſarely fall a — 
For then I Joſe my great delight, 
How can I ſcold when fleeping ? 
But TERS — — 


Althoꝰ to-night it bade too — 
1 


EM 3 
$ O M G. a6 q 


THE WHEEL BARROW. . 1-3 
A Cantata. js | 


s Porter Will along St. Paul's did move, 1 
by weighty load, but more by love, 
there he found, 


Sj 


- Than hoſe which i te Pere 


With ſuch a ſtore of charms, *. weil 
You may have ſtdlerf hearts to fell.” 
W ith ſuch a flore, Tc. 


L 128 
My dear Ceriſſa too you know, 
8 
And now I ſtop to afk ot thee, 


To give it back, or marry me, 
To give it back, Sc. 


Ceriſſa, arel. ly leering as he ſpoke, 

While all the cherries bluſh'd upon ber cheek, 
The melloweſt fruit, unnotic'd, bald apace, 
And ſent, like thunder, at his doleful face; 
Then graſp'd her barrow, trundled foft along 
And looking round at yon nary of 


eds pe preg 
_ OED 2 OT ms 


Crowd — bent: to me, 
ZBaubmit to me, ſubmit to me, 
_  Crown'd heacs and dukes ſubmit to ne. 


$ © N G. 


THE DUST CART. | 


* 


4 Cantata. 
A. tink'ring Tom de the firexts his trade did 
| He an hi lovely v pang by 


1 129 J BY) 
In duſt cart high-advanc'd, the nymph was plac'd, 
wit a anc her lovely waiſt: 
Tom, with uplifted hands, th' occaſion bleſs'd, 
And thus, in ſoothing ftrains, the maids addrefs'd ; 


O Sylvia! while you drive your cart 


And dwe 


Ile 


Sylvia, advanc'd above the rabble rout, : 
Exulting, roll'd her ſparkling eyes about; 
She heav'd her ſwelling breaft as black as floe, 


And look'd diſdain on little folks below : _ 
To Tom ſhe nodded as the cart drew on, 1 


And then, reſolv'd to ſpeak, the cry'd, flop, John. 


"© 
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HT s O N G. 
THE TVRNSPIT, 


A Contata. 


8 on cricket low, by fire · ſide, ſat . 

To turn the ſpit, and batte the meat thereon. 
Oily emiſſion did his face ace o'erflow, 828 | 
Droping at chin 4s houſe with thawing ſnow : 
Cumber'd with love of Doll, who iat hard by, 
Culling ſalubrious fruit to make 2 pye, 

His flame emerg'd, which long 1 laid, 
| Neglect the ſpit, and this af Ard the maid : 


| - Tofericr facets the bees exhale 
From ſertlle law er fl 7) del, 
1Is0O thy unequal charms, 
To th; — charms; 


D 


F n 20d Doll is his bride ; z 


Ea f 


Were 1 * as diamonds are, but ſeldom to 
e foun 
The maiden ſtate I'd calmly bear, ere to ſuch lout 
be bound; 
Shall I, whom footmen ofien woo, ſtoop to a clumſy 
wretch like you ? 
Shall I, wham ſootmen often woo, c. 


John Rood aghaſt; his head deſpondent hung, 
White fear conſin'd the efforts of his tongue; 
But ſoon as reaſon had reſum d her reign, | 
He took his ſcat, and turn'd the ſpit again; 
Refoiv'd no more the maiden to invoke, | 
With mimic accent thus his miad he broke: 


Tbe kids that crop the verdant lawn, 

I I be larks that climb the ſky, 

The bleating lamb, the dapple fawn. 
1 than 


T bw 
Releas'd from ev'ry nuptial vow ; 
Henceforth content ſhall crown. my brow,, A, 
Releas'd from —— ZI 


S 0 N 8. 


* 


| THE TAYLOR AND. —— 6 

egi 2 

ne er in his days taſted hes 
Wk 


Ae 


4 
* 


G6 


*+- 
v7 Oo 
* * Y 
"© 
a ». 
- ” 
2 * ; 
\ | SY 


" & 4 a * 8 
* P . 4 
" * 1 * * * 
N 1 * - - 


SS © ar 
Wich high ſoups, or ragouts, he never was fed, 
i . me, was his daily bread. 


No longer a 6ir:h-night affords any pleaſure, 
His patterns lie fcatter'd, in tatters his aeafure ; 
His Balli he contrives not with items to ſwell; 


2A e 
Valeß ſhe'd conſent to be ſhortly his wite, 


Tee Fates rar; would ſoon cut off his remnant of 


11 
wing cry'd the Sempſtreſs, Pl! take for 2 
One whom no one eſleems three ſt; P -- - 
Advance in your favour re 1 
A taylor is but the ninth part of a man. , 
The taylor proceeded with lying, catreating, C 
peating 3 
A woman unmarry'd was uſeleſs, he ſaid ; 
Was juſt like a zeedle woithout any thread. = 
Derry down, &c. 


fade madithe conmeantel tos 


* MY 


_— 
=... 
” 
* 


r 
* 
«NN 
- 
4 
i 
: 
* 


* N 
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s ON 6. 3 5 a 
THE ORANGE WERCH, Fa 
Tune, What cheer my heneft me 


S. learing black-ey*d playhouſe Sal, 
A plump and forward wench, 
* uh basket hanging on her arm, 
Was tripping o'er each bench : 
In notes fo ſhrill her trade the cry d, 
| To tempt the beaux and belles ; 
Will ou have ſome oranges, or chips, 
* Or che ſome nonpareils.” 


gung Buck obſerv'd the dallin nn 
>: as ſhe ſcudded by, " t f 
He eit d her foct, and prais- d! it much, 

er flipp'd his hand too bigh; 
oe, ſock 20 theſe 

- Had, been accuſtom'd long, 
6 let him go a here er he pleas'd, 

Nor thought him in the wrong. 


| Dun by ds Ge her ext th ok, 
. her fruit to fell; 


1% 7 carry no commòdities 
„ But what à e fir fot r; | 
« Then have it, Er, ard take m/ wort 
« You'll find it fal! of juice.“ 
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— . AEITITY 


S. 0 . 
THE PILGRIM., _ 
From i be original 114iinn. 
YN penance for paſt folly, 
A pilprim blythe and Jolly. 
Sworn for to melancholy, 

Set out ſtrange lands to ſee ; 
With cockle ſhells on hat brim, oh 
Staff, beads, and fcrip, in that trim, 
Befitting of a pilgrim, * 

Begging for charity. 4 * 


With unſhod feet he traces © _ 
His way thro? wilds and chaci 
And ſundry diſmal places, 

In hopes ſome roof to ſee; 
But when that he could find 
No houſe nor hut to go to, 
Was ever pilgiim put To 

To it for charity. : 5 


But now, when moſt dejefted, 42 
Kind heaven, when Jeaſt expotied j 
A maiden's Reps di 

Whence —_ * fir, fe po. 


Full many r — 
— 4 
meet 


177 


CEE 
= Copa 


1 361 
28 — voice and = 
Says ſhe, uĩte 
Yet what I fay is well meant, 
Pray lodge to-night with me. 
This favour is exceſhve ; 
No hes, far, while I live, 
If I have aught I can give, 
Tis given in charity. 


1 2; 


He ey'd her charms whilſt eating, 


And call'd her love and ſweeting. 
And many a tender greeting, 

So kind a heart had he, 
Kind fir, 1ays ſhe, you're tir d, 
*Tis time you were retir'd, 

Nor beds nor rooms are hir'd, 


On goACY rkg © Fer 
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S O NG. 
THE GENERAL TOAST». 


OW E enjoys a repoſe from her wars 
And fir fad e EN 


8 and your leſſons III reach, 
To the breaſt-work advance, and then batter in 


Sing tantararara, toaft all. 
'Tis V for 
n 
As Fair let us Gght, + and make proper ſeizure ; 
Here's ſucceſs to our enſign,che Standard Plagſure. 
—_ g—_ to your lips the brimming glaſs 


—— ART 


N 


The — 
Wett loves well to be mounted; 
The lever in his met l 


. 
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And left you ſhould think yourſelves not fully fitted, M 7 
Here's the meat that beft baſtes itſelf, when tis bet A 
ſpitted. H 
- A 


Herss the eye that weeps moſt, when 'tis beft and ef Ty 


And ſtill to; kh theme, 
Here's to dying virginity unction extreme. 


Mz ;ſtreſies always be d to receive, II 
22 — wee 1 Bu 
And {when keeping time) 1 Is 
I | May var thing be bappy, revival be ſpeedy 


One health more, my brave boys, with your leave 
| I muſt teach, 
4n view let's have pleaſure, but ac er out of reach. : 
Here's the neſt in the buſh, and the buſh's bef friend, 
Tie bird who his % in that neſt loves #0 ſpend. | 
80 * 


1 2. Joy 


7 _ — wife, that well fitches in ſheets. 
. 981 reaper, who tight keeps her 
Z © hes ber ber work not a handful leaves fanding. 


13 


« 


3 Here's the the mile” ſs * worth all « 
38 uk Be th unter e * his wife's 2 2 bottle, 
Z Wl ps Gr oc and yet ſafe heep the ona L . 
| I : os * 85 3 og 2 I 18 
3 LINES a 0” 


3 
= . WF" | 


d * „ . * 55 


uſe 


2 
her 


To the laſs who 


( 239 J 
— 5 2228 per replete, 
9 of Capi, 2 buck. wink! 
And to all, equal joy in the minute. 


Here's the niceft houſe maid, ods fill on her guard, 
To hee? the flones clean, and well frower the yard ; 
And her architect fifter, the joy of the people, 


Who the flones can replace, tbo foe pull drwon the fl 


The young female chymift, by natural heat, . 
The effence of life from ſuch 3 I 
But, 2 all the fair females, the git prize, 
Is the ſkilful fur d female, 83 


Now a truce with our toaſis; no one more I'll name, 
— Dm. 


Heres te cen, who he cochpr oma | 


8 lads, life is — ters 
So while our youth ſhines, let us j s make hay; 
Dh io all hat we live for, let's equaliy hare it | 


——— — 


2 S O N G. 


| THE TWITCHER., 


 Damſel I'm told 
Bow delicate mold, 
father was dead to enrich her, 


_ "REL * 
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Of all ber fine things, 
Lace, ribbons and rings, 


Priz'd nothing fo much as her twitcher, 


Poor girl! 
ng, "a 


Priz'd no: hi 


The youths all around, 
With ccurtſhi p profound 


Try'd every art to bewitch ber ; 
But ſhe was ſo chatte, 


Each offer'd his 
In exchange ſor 


If to him the Parſon might ftitch her; 


But ftill the 'd, 
She'd — 


To any thing elſe bur her twitcher, 


To any thing, O&c. 


wild 
foil'd, 


But 1 
To fee hi 


I Reſolv'd to find ways to bewitch her, 


And humble her pride 
Whatever betide, 


Hege d w give way to the twitcher, 
- He fcorn'd, 


y — 
. 1 —— 
4 , 
. . 
— 
__ -- 
"II 
4 - 
4 
+ » 


Poor girl! 
te — 


*. — 


W. 


1 
! et go the of twitcher;. 
, | - + pl 

Uk ' You fool ! 
ki! let go, c. 


But this curning ſpark, 
So well took his mark, 
found out the way to o'er reach her ; 
en} beaten, 
the flip 
NN 
x Poor - 


myſtical knot, c. 
And having thus ended 
The he intended, 3 
ſho knows What he aid to bewitch her ? 
She cry'd no, no, no; | 


But yet I can't hs 


do what you wi 
bet Ee 
do what, Tc. 


- 
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1 . 


Of a noble Race cvas Shenkin. 


LL in the land of Cyder, 

At a place call'd Brampton Brian, 
Such a trick was olay's e 
Twixt a man and a maid, 

As all the ſaints cry d fie on. 


Were at their recreation, 
Whack all muſt grant, 
If not in a ſaint, 

Was perfect fornication. 
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TEAGUE'S MISFORTUNES. 


Then firing his piſhtol direR on my faiſh, 
Stand fill, AT aa. or pave Got cn the 


model al pens, bald ar Try 
Your ip one day at Tybi try d: 
If Teague catch you again at ſuck vile tricks as 


| Hewfl ſwear, joy, upon your Majeſty's peaſh. 
Thus threaten'd, he ſhivi a, dear honey, 
My money, dear joy, tis Teagne's ſoul——he's un- 


Wel en take it all—for by Chreeſtt 1 bee 


— * * os — W* 
* 1 . A 1 = - 7 >, oo «F 
Lern l OY r " 
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S O N G. 
Stick a Pin low. 

HEN tutor'd by mother, the ofientimes faid, 


There's money bid for thee hold 
. girl, up 


| She laid out my work with a houſewifely ere. 


And making a mark, bid me Stick a Pia there.* 
> | Stick a Pin ther, c. 


The humour enn 
That in ſpite of my teeth. it became a cant word, 
And once when the. | 


1 met my dear Jack in « Geldof now hay, 
e kifs'd . 3 


1 } 
S O N G. 
The dumb Wife cur'd. 


HERE was a bonoy blade, ' had inarry'd a 

| country maid, 

And ſafely conducted her home, home, home; 

She was neat in every part, the pleas'd him to the 
But ah! alas! ſhe was dewb, dumb, dumb. 


| She was bright 25 the tay ant es hutth a cho dier, 
Gn cnn. 2nd as plans. as a plumb, plumb, 


| 2 
* the filly ſoain, could do nothing but com- 
plain, . 
kiswife the was dumb, dumb, dumb. 


© that 
could brew andthe could bake, he could ow 1 


L — | Bur abt ales? Ae dumb, FO 


Sov: — 
-_ content, 


. ee he 4id bring, Asen 
3 6 


8 


59 


7. 22 3 
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Oh! her tongue began to walk, which made her 


loud to talk, 
As tho?” ſhe had never been dumb, dumb, dumb. 


Her faculty ſhe tries, and ſhe fill'd the houſe with 


noe, 
And the rattled in his ears like a drum, drum, 
She bred a deal of firife, made him weary of kis life, 
He'd TIE AIC EY 


To the dodter thn he goes and thus he vents kis 


Wann: 
For my wife is turn'd a ſcold, and her 2 
will not hold, 
ra ge any kind of ng he were dumb, dumb, | 


When I did undertake to make thy wiſe to ſpeak, 
It was a eaſily done, done, done; 
Bar *rs paſt the art of man, ler him do cine r ne ; 


To make x ſolding wiſe hold her tongue, tongue, 


7 
8 


| . | L 
S O N86, 

rut CHARMING FELLOW. '© 2 

Sung by Mrs. Wiljon, in the = ee. . : 
ORD, what care I for mam or dad? _— 


. 


The laſt fair-day | 
The 06 ds: and Ns pa g 
So ſpruce a lad was never ſeen, | 
As my ſweet charming fellow. 


The Giir eas over, alt ws ence, 
IT be lad was ſomewhat mellow: 
Says he, my dear, [I'll fee you home, 


| I chank'd the charming fellow. | = 
We trudg'd along, the moon ſhone bright, I 

IS 41 ſweeteſt Nello, | 
I'll i you here by an good light. h 


Lord, what a charming fellow 


: You rogue, ps I, you're flopp'd my breath! | 

Te bells ring out my knell-o; L 

n | 
OO 


s ON G. 


Dr 


| The CHOICE SPIRETS. 


. ay brove behe. 
8712 my brave boys, and aſſiſt A 


—— — ceaſe to 


| How joyous the choice ſpirits are, &c. 


I | The Gig mul arm ue he rramper's alarm, 
| ___ For battle he's bid to prepare ; 6 
3 on. make hunks ou 
FERENT Ghar chcten {prcits roy, Be, 


: 4) JU Wa iS df lA ie 
Lk at. ated 2 


IJ 
». 


( 149 J 


The bucks the town yields, and the bucks of the 
| fields, 
Who are chacing the harlot or hare, 

No more riſques would purſue, but the bottle keep 


in view, 


Did they hunt where the choice ſpirits are, kc. 


The prude that pretends, that a man- s touch offends, 
And to dic an old maid will declare ; 
Did ſhe take a glaſs of this, ſhe would ne'er take | 
amiſs, 
2 


To try what the choice ſpirits are, &c. | 


Velenndch gone. poots dramatic, hs 
Ye buſkins who tragedy war 3 . 1 
aca kat quit <ack rant, * N 


And as choice ſpirits act if you dare, &c. 


From e 
See the fop with his puff powder'd hair, 
mung an, if to drinking he's 


And come where the choice ſpirit are, &c. 


By no party d, wit and wine is our tent, 4 
Love and then form up the ſquare _ 

Heide Ruth old or cor, ee q 
Come under the choice ſpirits care, lc. | 


No more Til rehearſe, but I'll here end my verſe, | 
Tho? it is on a forme; 

With « bumper — full hw, © 

: COT I 9 


11 


$S © N G. 5 
Y name's Ted Blarney, TY be dowd, 
And man and boy upon this ground, 

Ul tary years ben bet n 1oun | " 
Crying, Vanxhall watch. | 
And as that time's a little ſhort " } 1 

With ſome ſmall folks that here reſort; 

To be ſure I have not had ſome ſport, _ 

Crying, Vauxhall watch. | 7 
Z jb! of pretty wenches dref'd fo tight, \ 
25 r 
FE Of a moon-light morn I've good night, 

2 Saying. Vaanhall watch. * , 

C 


** . . 
« * * A \ k 0 * 
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THE VICAR AND MOSES, 


T the fign of the horſe, old Spin mee 
FA Each night wok hiz pipe and ks pot, 
. Oe yorum of nappy, 
a pleaſan x 1 was plac this camonl- 


Sir, 
q 
8 


vou. | 


The Sy" 
body where 
we 
te 2 corpſe 
fool peace, ceaſe, 
Ys, Sr 18 
— Makes, 2 
SET hs 
2 ? 
away. 


Then Moſes: 
Cannot 
he 
fr ae * 
1 Sir 
; © ben 
chil, © 


enk 
o'i 


Wh 
7 Moles, y 
you 
a, ace 0 
the 
"Clock 
has 
truck | 


F more. 
S 
can never 
krike 
CH 


a . 


Thas 
the 
corpſe, 
ſnow or rain 
—— 


— 
or I may take 
cold. 
/ 


Hq4 - 
Then 


I 09] 
Then Moſes went on, Sir, the clock has fruck one? y 
| Pray maſter look up at the hand, . | 
Why i de er can flrike leſs, *tis a folly to preſs 
A man for to go—that can't ſtand. 


At length hat and cloak, old orthodox took, 

But firſt cramm' d his jaw with a quid; . * 
Fach tipe oF = gill, fer fear they ſhould chill, £ 

And then ſtagger d away fide by fide. . 


When come to the grave, the clerk humm'd a ſtave, 
Whilſt the ſutplice was 'd round the Prieft, 

Whilſt ſo droll was the figure, of Moſes and Vicar, | 
That the pariſh ſtill talk of the jeſt 


Good people let's ; put the corpſe t'other 

= Or perchaace 1 233 ay, 

Tis beſt to take care, tho” the ſages declare, 
2 capa OT WI. 


mw 6. 


= Woman thar's born of mans that's wrong, the 
leaf 's torn, | 
= Oh! mn char iy bare of a woman, 

Can't continue an hour, but's cut don like a flower, 
You ſec, , Moſes, —death fpareth no man? 


4 Here, Moſes, do look, what a confounded book, 
? | dure the letters are turn'd upſide down, 

Such a ſcandalous print, ſure the devil is in't, | 
= NE —— 2 


8688 
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Why Moſes you're wrong, pray hold £51 your 
tongue, 
You've taken the tail for the head. 


O where's — ins death !— put the corpſe in the 
cart 
For, believe me, *tis terrible weather. 
So the corpſe was interr'd without praying a pos 
And away they both ſtagger'd t 


s O N . | x 
tang by Me. Darky, is the c ue. 


As you mean to ſet ſail for the land of delight, 
A And — — wg hammock 2 


If you hope Rents fould prove, 


Fill yous fails 
we " Fill yo fol c. 


If huſbands e to live peaceable liver, 
EU give che helm to 


. 


If my precepts you ſcorn, and my maxims 

A brace of proud antlers your brows may adorn, 
And a huncred to one but you double Cape Horn. 
OR rt, And a bundred, &c. At 


—  — —— 
s Oo N G. — 
| „„ In 
THE JOLLY SAILOR. Fi 


AD r 


an by ports rend =; 
By an alehouſe, thought it a fin, 
W Wn GY, ſo went roaring in. 1 
n 4 * . re 


1 3 892 | | 


„ | Now i happe's togerher ten Frenchmen were 2 

| / Reſolving foup maigre and frogs to forget 

*,/ Convinc'd of their error, they'd ordered u feaſt, _ : F 
— ; -— Ea 


"AAP 


” : F * 
. 
7 p 
* 4 » . 


1 } 
At the heels of the landlord, Jack quickly ap- 


pears, 
And made the room echo with three Bratiſh cheers; 
Then ſat himie!f down, without any debate, 
And whipt his old quid on his next neighbour's 
plate. 
* Derry down, &c. 


No ſooner was Jack thus poſſeſt of a place, 
Than thinking it welas to wait for the grace, 
In ſpite of their wi ſpers, the tout Engliſh thief, 
Firſt grappled the pudding, then boarded the beef. 
Derry down, &c. 


8 — equal the Frenchmens ſur- 
They ſhrunk up their ſhoulders, and ftar'd with 
their eyes, 

From one went a hah ! from another a hem! | 

ee ata their landlord ae. 

Derry down, be. 

One ay tt en he uh, dy ne, 
:: 

t cut gers, and gave him a 

Crying 2 or I' ſoon clear / 


the deck. 
Derry down, &c. | 


„„ 
of quartere, fays Jack, I would have you not 


think ; 
$0 ſtrike you ſoup bibbers, frike, frike, or you 
| Derry down, &c. 
| The landlord d from afar, 


And, ſneaking behind, 25's the hands of the tar; 
I've got him, ſays he, but he ſcarce could fay 


more, 
Exe he found his dull pate, where his heels were 


Then frowning, Jack flouriſh'd his eruſty old 


Abi tags his broadfides fo fat and fo thick — 

He ſo well play'd his part in a minute, that four 

Lay ſprawling along with their hoſt on the floor. 
Derry down, &c. 


| The tft being ciſmay's at their counrymens 
r 


3 | Soon Biel din victor, and lord of the main, 
; . k 
5 Derry down, bee. 


1 T's which be conſented, but order'd that they 
£ 01 ood 

E 14 * „ 5 
: 8338 No 
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S O N . 
THE LINK-BOY. 
A Cantata. 
Recitati ve. 
S bawling Filbert Naz with roguiſh eye. 
A Along the ſtreets her cracking ware did cry, 
Two pes wo. bong who a diff rent nation 
The Cambrian mountains, and Hibernia's coaſt, . 
Made for the fair, of Herculean form, 
Long time had firove the frozen laſs to warm; 
Soon as the dear-lov'd object they deſcry'd, 
They left their chairs, to gain her, once more try'd. 
Fit Buer lence broke in words like td: 3 
He hop'd in vain the nut-brown maid to please. 


AIR. 


(i. Mar dap ts ohe craig. 4 
Arrah ! my honey, 22 and ay jean. i 


I love you far better than nothin at all 1 
If you to remain always = 35 
By TFeſus I'm fare it will cot me a Kall. 


Then take me, my ſweet one, into graces, 
Be after conſenting, i 
why lady to wear filk and laces, 


1 Hu. 
1 Ec. * bs 
Ne. Te 
His „Who had hitherto Rood mute. 
Nexz boldly ventur'd to prefer his fait; ; £2 ee 


K 1 
AY 3 


fa mournfl 
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AIR. 
(Of a noble race was Shenkin.) 
Tear Nanny, lof'ly creature, 
All other maids exceeding, 
Thro' Cupid's ſnare, and ſad deſpair, 
See how hur heart is pleeding. 


Tn kindneſs ſhew ſome pity, 
On poor unton Llbewwelitn ; 
Or elſe hur fears, hur fighs and tears, 
Mill pring her to Teth's — 


Necitati we. | 
With toſs'd up noſe, and hands on both her ſides, 
* She ſiights their offers, and their pains cerides : 
= Proud of thoſe charms for which the lover dies, 
= She ſaaps her fingers, and exulting cries. 
| AIR, 
(From the man that I love, &c.) 
From ſuch lubbers as you my heart I'll defend, 
Irre NE. 
gue me no » for glim padd 4 
hs the co e 
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AIR. 

(Caliner.) 
On yon bulk behold them laid, 
Gentle Morpheus! lend thy aid. 
Keep the watch from coming there, 
To diſturb the happy pair ; 
Stealing pleaſures e, they can, 
Who ſo bleſt as Tack and Nan ? 


s ON G. 


KEW ROLLING PIN. 


THE 
(A cobler there was and be liv'd in a fall, ee.) 
Popiſh old dame to her handmaid thus cry'd, 
” ow Chimes is — — we muſt 


. Then early, to-morrow, I'd have you begin, 
„To work very hard with the new Rolling-pin.” 
Derry down, down, down, an 


puddings and pyes the prize ſhe wou'd wing 


* Lowes, 2 monk of the F {7 

Who lord cxmni ware ex beer ns ack 

With true Gallic freedom unbidcen came in, 
To x op the fruits of tg gow AuBap ple. - 


a * 
24 - — 


5 Nan 


Xx 
BD 


And often on the bed . 
. 
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To the kitchen then hied this ſanctiſed finner, 
Where Doll was preparing a for dinner ; 

And eyeing her oer, Chi ” ſays he, with a grin 
„ 

Derry down, &c. 


So charming a morſel reſolving to taſte, 


He told her he'd teach her to re. 
Then taking a kifs, chuck'd her under the chin, 


5 Relling-pin. 


Then down on the dreſſer his pupil he laid, 

Aud having with rapture love's altar ſu *ny 
The fleſh and the devil prevail'd o'er the 
8 —— with his own Roling hm 


»” - | 
oy * * 9 
12 b — — 
% 4 i wes - . : Fo ? a 9 


Ss O N GG 


roune BOBBY WAS A BARBERS BOY. 


UNG Bobby was a barber's boy, 
| Brown Beny was the houſhold maid 
each were fond to kiſs and toy 


. 
* 


Their 


be would * A 
awhore, 


| Cal} d him a rogue, and Ber 


8 turn chem 8 


The uncffending damiel cry'd 
You make my very heart to throb, 
But Bobby would not be deny'd. 


Scarce had he gain'd what was his aim, 
And ſunk within her arms, 
When lo! the cruel maſter came 


And curſt the tyrant in 
Both ran with ſpeed e 
— 


s o N . 


THE — OLD MAN. v9 5 E 


HERE was an old man, and though it's not 


common, 
Yet if he faid true, he was born of a woman ; 
And though its incredible, yet I've been told, 
n but age made him eld. 
Age made him old, age made him old, 1 
He pas once a meer infant, but age &c. 


Whene'er he was be long'd — 
And if he cou'd ger it, s faid be wou'd er 


I . mißt Fame, we're 
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He ſeldom, or never, cou d ſee without licht. 
And yet I've been told he cou'd. hear in the n 


He has oft been awake in the day-time kao ag 


And has fallen aſleep as be lay in his bed. 


"Tis reported his tongue always moy'd' when, he ö 


And be firr's botk his aoms. and his legs when he 
walk'd ; 


And his gait was fo odd, hat you fora my you'd | 


burſt, 
For one leg or woher wou'd ava. be firſt, | 


His face was the oddeſt;that,ever, was feen, abs 
For if *twas not waſh'd it, Ein: 
He he'd moſt his teeth when be happen 

And his mouth flood acroſs ' twixt his noſe 


chan, — —e—E—jfpa 


When this whimſical chap had a river to paſs, 

If ke cou'd not get o'er; he'd fiay where he was; 
*Tis ſaid be ne'er ventur'd to quit the dry ground, 
Let fo great was — drown'd. 


He ns ric, por foul, and Ns wiſe was 


We may roundly ane he ier with ch. 


At laſt he fell Sick, as old chronicles tell, TT 
And then, az falks faid, he was not very well. 
But what 7s more ſtrange, in f weak a condition, 


As he cog'd not give fees, he * ber * 


K* eritl⸗ 324 


—— — 


wo 


280 92828 


82 ah 


92 OO Oo 
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What wonder he died, yet, tis ſaid, that his death _ 
Was occafion'd at laſt by the want of his breath: 7 
But peace to his bones, which in aſhes now moulder, 
— 1 ge 42 


S ON 8. 5 
THE WONDERFUL OLD woas 
S ek ar 


A wonderful tale I'll relate of a Woman; 
hen a child, the was counted an infant, tis hinted, 
And was always — eaters 
contented. 


Her form was moſt ſtrange, for, n 2 
She was born with a head that was plac'd on her 
She could fee with her eyes, with her the 
tongue 
could talk, 


(So cunning was he) to be plac'd by'the ; 
it too hot (it is true what I fay). 
aan the would move quits a. 


Old maxims ſhe had a great ore in her mind, | 
And knew when ſhewent firſt, Dr 
It is odd you will ſay, but twas certainly ſo, 

n troubled her mind but misforrunes and 


* 
2 
” 
i 


* I's 
9 4 


Nor ever look'd naked, 
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In the morning, rr 
coverd with 
« Coaths! 


| She'd en arm to each leg, ſtrange to relate, 
She'd am wo each ond, range wore, 


| Having paſs'd through this life in a manner un- 
| When dead the was filent, altho' an old 
was fil an old woman ! 
Does the ſtrangeſt event d after her death, 
= To the grave ſhe was carry'd, and quite out of 


440. 


's . 


1 r by Mr. Bannifer.. % 
ME, buflle, buſtle, drink about, 
of Ferns ll eV pu 
Var cann is we'll it out, 
2 " 


But better brought 
8 8. 


The eg calls wo hrk, to horſe, 


4 
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As loud we hollow when we ſend 
A broadfide to Monſieurs. 


The What's their names, at uproar ſquall, 
With muſic ſine and ſoft, 

But better ſounds our Boatiwain's call, 
All hands all hands aloft! 


Wich gold and filver ſtreamers fine 
The ladies ri ſhew, 


What's pot at ſea we ſpend on ſhore, 

rr 
And then, my — 
Thus paſs the {ai lives. 


3. + 
In the Duenna. ” 


\ The days when I was young! 
When [ laugh'd in-fortune's ſpight, 
Talk'd of love the whole day long, 
. 4 
Then it was, old father care, - 
Little reck'd . 
Half thy malice youth could bear, 
And the reſt a bumper drown. 


; . 
Truth, they ſay, lies in a well ; 

- Why I vow H ne'er could fee, | 
There it always lay for me. 


| [ 166 J 
For when ſparkling wine went round, 
Never ſaw 1 falſhood's maſk; _ 
But ſtill the honett truth I found 
In the bottom of each flak. 1 
| 9 


ml hr 


True at length my vigour's flown, 
I have years to bring decay ; 
Few the locks that now I own, 
And the few I have are grey. 
Vet, old Jerome, thou may | boaſt, 
While thy nee. 
Still beneath thy ageꝰs froſt 
Cleve a fouked yourtiet foo. - 
| e 


a 4 ye toy 


7 * K 2 


. a 
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POOR PUFF. 


wh 6. a> ® 


= a aer, fn di beg 
7 PIN much defiring 20 2 
A Her Kage. down, * * down. 


Her eyes he Gift Auer fike nie 
1 — 


2 ö a vol 31 Y bY Tak 31 18 T 3 


e 


2 


. 


. aa his faup ball he ſqueez'd, ver 8 5 4 


79 of wood might as well 
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Your pub, I peel, you ful ae! Johany, „ fie, 
TE FER neꝰ er — 4 


He then ſwore like foap in bot water hedwindled, 
For love had within his poor breaſt a flame kindled ; 
He ne'er could be unleſs he could win her 


r her. | 
—— Down, down, Ofc. - 


Eid he, you young me are quite full of 4 


Wick ag ſmooth as bones, 06, you fatter 


Theo ealking W . | 


Soon taking the hint, wa inns Ree teflon. I 
Where he with her lizex then partly o'erſpread ber, 
And foon Mr. Puff, to end well this odd matter, 
Pull'd out his machine, and in haſt Jet fly at bes, —_ 
| Down, done, "of 


She endur'd attach, the'; it mais lin the paſtry = 
1 EY 3 
Yet as it had turn'd his roal's edge once my "+ 
Del he would Jt is ar ter 'e fm 


Her down down, Ge. 


He could a make uur in her &a/on 
— 


„i ut oN 2 


an 


[ 168 ] 
Says __—— e 
-Your pomatum quickly does melt, : 
Your 755 ſoon drain d too, and cock therefore u 
A weaving Frome | might as wel have ges jui 
i leis 


In my dawn, down, E 


3 
s ON G. 
ROGER AND JOAN. 


\WAS cold, and young Roger had leave fro 
the 
e wood to recruit his wife's fire 
1 Wie acervy blew, from his ſtomach there brok 

r 


5 . wife enge and demanding the reaſon, 
"For while voice and — at 22 


4 


\ Ploy'd are, 
b 140. wedge fanher, and make the fl wider 


Attentive Joan heard, and was filent till ni 
When Roger performing the conjugal right, 
In the midf of the rapturous amorous game, 
. rn. and bid him c 


Hodge know e fie meant, but unabüs e 

- .A:comfirt {© long 2 == 1 

1233 r 
* 


— 
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FOUR and TWENTY FIDLERS. 
A COMIC MEDLEY. 

Sung by My. Edwin. 


OUR and twenty fidlers ali in a row, 
Four and twenty fidlers, &c. 
Tide was dale faddle Eadle,and double demi- Emi 
quibble down below ; | 
This is my lady's birth-day, 
Therefore we will keep holiday. 


Four and twenty drummers all in a row, 

Four and twenty drummers, &c. | 
And there was I rub a dub, O rub a dub, 

And fiddle faddle fiddle, &c. ce. 


Four and twenty trumpeters all 1 in 70m, TN 
Four and twenty trumpeters, &c. 
There was tantararero, I dub dub, Oraba db,. 


s Four and coblers all in a row, 
ne Four and twenty coblers, &c. 


| coblers, 
. And tantararero, J rub a dub, "oy 


Four and twenty fencing-maſters all in a on, 

Four and teeacy fencing enaſicrs, &c. 

There was puſh, carte and tierce,down with his heels | 
and cut him acroſs, 

| Coblers and flop avs, ip avis and coblers 6. 


5 EN i 9 


* 9 I 
* "MM d 
I | 
Thee 
g = = . 


Py FM 


14 
1 


4 


„ 
There was d—n him, kick him down ſtairs, 
Puſh, carte, and tierce, &c. 


Four and twenty parſons all in a row, 
Four and twenty parſons, &c. 

There was L—d have mercy upon us, 
D-—-n him, kick him down ſtairs, &c. 


| Four and twenty taylors all in a row, 

Four and twenty taylors, &c. 
There was one caught a louſe, another let him looſe; 
lady > + ſays another, knock him down with 


Lord have mercy upon us, &c. 


Four and-twenty barbers all in a row, 
Four and twenty barbers, &c. 
e frizee, frize, powder 
and pomatum, two ruffles and never a ſhirt ; 
 d—n'd hard dmes. walk in, your honours— 
and ſhave for a penny. 
One caught a louſe, &c. 


Four and twenty quakers all in a row, 
Four and twenty quakers, &c. 
The os Abcam: bs havnt Bikes, 


"Four and twenty Dutchmen all in row, . 
Four and twenty Dutchmen, &c, 

There were Americanos, Spaniorum, Amſterdam, 
Rotterdam, and d—nation ſeize them all u- 


3 r begat Iſaac; and Iſaac begat 
I | and Jacob open 


* 


e HMhSOyg 


1 
with—Long wigs, toupees, frizee, frize, pow - 
cer and pomatum, two ruſfles and never a ſhire; 
d—n'd hard times ; walk in your honours, and 
ſtave for a penny—One caught a louſe, another 


let him looſe—D—n his eyes, ſays another, 


knock him down with the gooſe—L—4 have 


mercy upon us—D—n him, kick him down” 
ſtairs ;—puſh, carte, and tierce ; down with 


his heels, and cut him acroſs—Coblers and 
12 awls, ſtop awls and coblers — Tantarararo, 


9 vs 
* 


below, 
This is my Lady's birth-day, 


oder e 


4a © _ 
THE WI Dow S CHOICE. 


| Sen by Mrs. Webb, in the Aerecable Surprize. 


' &. WS of 


I'd not have a man would grow old in a trice ; 
Not a bear, or a monkey, a clown, or a fop, | 


I'd avoid, when I'm chuſing 


A log 


{ want one that can buſtle and ſtir OT 


The lad in my eye is the man to my 


So handſome, ſo Nag ale, and akin 
With ſuch a good ſoul to the altar I'd pope 


He's one that can a... * A 


b a dub, O rub-a dub And fiddle faddle | 
fiddle, and double demi-ſemi quibble down 


N the choice of a huſband us widows are nice; 


1s 


But one that could bufle and fir in my ſhop. - } 
my la8, 
And a ftork, that might gobble up all that I had : 
ſuch ſuitors I've had, fir—but off they might hop-- - 


4 
2 9 
1 
PF, 
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Ss O N G. 
Sung by Mr. Moody. 


| Y fweet pretty Mogg. re as ſoft as a bog. 
And a — wild as a ms: 

Thoſe eyes on your face (O pity my caſe) 

Poor Dermot hath ſmitten, poorDermot hath ſmitten, 

Far ſofter than filk, and as fair as new-milk, 

Your lily-white hand is, your lily-white hand is: 

Your ſhape's like a pail ; from your head to your tail, 

You're ftrait as a wand is, you're ftrait as a wand is. 


Your red as cherries, and your curling hair is 
As black as the Devil, as black as the Devil: 
Your breath is as ſweet too as any 


Os avaige Hamm — 4 —— 
When dreſs'd in your boddice, you trip like a goddeſs 
So nimble, ſo friſky ! ſo nimble, fo fü ! | 
A kiſs on your cheek ('tis ſo ſoft and ſo ſleek) | 
Would warm me like whiſky, would warm me like 
"""M>. os 


T grunt and I pine, and I ſob like a ſwine, 
1 becauſe you're fo cruel. 
No reſt I can take; and aſleep or awake | 

I dream of my jewel, I dream of my jewel. 

Your hate thengive o'er; nor Dermont your lover 
So handle, ſo cruelly handle; FORE OR 
Or Dermont muſt die, like a pig in a ſt ), 

Or the ſauſf ol a candle, the ſnuff of a candle. 


* * N * 9 - 
N ” 


SONG. 
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THE BROWN BEER OF OLD ENGLAND. 


HEN homming brown beer was the Eogliſh- 


e Be cufin ahanorer eM. 
Oh the brown beer of Old England, 
And ob the Old Engliſh brown beer: 


Ere. they mounted the —_—__ ſpirits to cheer ; 
Then — agaiat W 0 
| Ok'the ce e. pore | 


** £1 
"'v 5 * 1 
Fs. 971 13 


Their 
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Their doctrines then were authentic and bold, 

And grounded on Scripture, and fathers of old ; 

Burt now they preach nothing but what they are told. 
Oh the brown beer, &c. 


For ſince the geneva, and ftrong ratifee, 
They are dwindled to nothing but, ſtay—let me fee, 
Faith nothing at all but mecr ee 

Gn „ Kc. 


. . 
> * _ 
' 
. * Ol 


s ON G. 


? / nt FARMER'S RAMBLE TO LONDON. 


A Medley res 


| 5 Roper, and liſten to where I have been, 
Pi re{lthee what wonderful fights I have ſeen; 
| Sock places for paſtime, and higheſt renown, - 
In that famous city, called fair London town: 
Charming Londen ! happy London! 

In that city, call'd fair London town ! | 


Firſt, ads know that we did go 
Into the city, into the city; ; 
And ſaw, not far from Temple Bar, 

| The wax PTR N 


TE 

Then up the winding ſtairs, 

So high we did aſcend, 
So many ways, I thought 

We ne'er ſhould ſce an end. 
Oh! how we gap'd and ſtar'd, 

When to the top we came; 
Had you been in my 

Why you'd have / the ſame. . 


To Guildhall next we did | repair, 
All for to ſee the giants; 
They told me that they did ſtand there 
To bid the French defiance ; 
And when they heard the clock firike one, 
would come down and greet me; 
Icod ! I did not like ſuch fun, 
For fear that they ſhould eat me! 
And then to the Tower away we all firolf'd, 
The Hons; the armour, and crown to bebold; 


_ Where the fhow-man at laſt bad the laffes fo fair, | 


In Old Harry's pincuſhion ſtick a pin there. | 


Back to Weſtminſter- abbey we aray d, 
Where I faw all the kings and queens tomlbey 
' But I never ſaw fince I was 
* number of deadly hi 
| organs d np fo fine, 
What the i they pate fn, 

And the people in chorus did join 
That in heaven I thought Thad go! 
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As for the fails of our old mill, | 
Compar'd with him thev do ſtand ſtill. 
So ſwitt he did turn round! | 
But now, alas ! the time was come, 
When I muſt think of going home; 
Ah me, unhappy clown | 
I dreamt of what I'd feen all night 
So early by the morning light, 
I left dear London town ! 
Charming London, lovely London! 


a 3 
'$ ON 6. 


uu OLD. CLOATHS MER. 


Or, Moſer and Abram's bad bargain, 


As the is told by old Abram's the Jew. 
Ty cod it iſh true vat I'm goin 

Aſh in Burlington- ſhreet I — 
A hy 's ſervant cried hip maiſter jew, 
I have cot a cnod bargain come huker and view. 


So I ſhay brother Moſes, 2+ he waſh wit we, 


Here if a cood bargain let us bote go and thee; 

De ſhervant belongs to Lord Croker, I guels, 

3 
*. us 14 ; Ws + q * > 

Aad i wah in de vom vere my Lord bra th 


A 
\ 


2. << 


4 A 4 *%., 4 


a Aa .A Sea at 
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De vaſh ſtruck, he went out to get ſhange, 
And and me thro' de whole houſe to range. 


Py cod we vaſh tinking to 90 up de plate, 
Vich we ſhaw in eat Plenty, of very creat weight; 
When 2 r in full of be A. N 
n. 

Vich finiſh'd dat bolineſs before ſh begun. 
Py Cod ſhay- my Lord; you are fery cood fellows,.' 
Vill you do me a favor, I prethee come teli us / 
Sho frighten ten*d vere ue, dat we ſhaĩd, dat we wood, 
(Vith a certain proyiio, vich yaſh) if we cou'd. 


Tis on)y {hays he, on them cloathes ſor to ſhit, 
Cood Cod we cry'd bote we cannet'do won bit; 


ad 
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' | 
; I FATHER PAUL. | 


ET grave divines preach dull rules, 
And oral wit eebue, N 


| © HORU $. 
.: Here's a health to Father Paul, 
„ wat | 
4 the ſonls 
Ol jolly friars i. 
. 5 710 380 53:67 
When eg eonrentre are ver. 

we joke, we ſing; 

r Cares we there forget, 


Taul's our * 
Here's a health, &c. 


H 
[a 


Then fill your bumper, ſons of mirth, 


Of excellent virtues, and well known to cure 


- 


pode Jed Form Fee pn 


=: BB 
May ev*ry friar pleaſe his nun, 
Each nun her friar pleaſe; 
And each alike enjoy their fan 1 gs 
With freedom and with eaſe. ATI oN 
Here's a health, &c. 


Let friars be the toaſt ; 


Long may they all exiſt on earth, 
2 nuns their orders boaſt. 


Here's a health, &c. 


* 


830 8. 7 "i 
LAUGH AND GROW FAT. 


humdrums who figh all your Ubo-tiine away, 


Without the N 


Langh- ha! ha! ha! &c. 


Moſt griefs that the body or mind do endure ; 
It does eaſe all the troubles bad fortune begat, 
When once you're acquainted TEN ah 
Grow Fat. | 1 
Laugh—ha! ha ! ha! &c. | 


The Methodiſt Preacher, with well feigned rage, 


at the folly and of the 
May loagh =: the fully and vice of he age 3 


That I am reſolved 10—Laugh and Grow Fat. | 
Laugh—ha ! ha! ha! &, . | 
3 | Now 


+ 


* 


n. 
THE JOLLY rorts. 
A Bacchanalian. 
Ma hearty good fellow, a ruby-nos'd ſot, 
Whe neyer yet thought of treaſon, or plot: 
bottle that's mellow is the chief of my . 
And 1 guzale each night, till I'm carried up fin. 


| —— 2 and | 
"Thy Mint that like net, . rompery ale, 

80 I now drown the thoughts on t in f 8 
„ blockbead, or een what 


- Can their owners preſerve from . 


Why, Fn live as I like it—for: method's « jeft. 


rar 9 


n the 
1 
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Ive money, good ſtore on't, and ſpend it I muf! ; 

Be roaring and merry, but honeſt and juſt, 

That, cold in my coffin, my landlord may iay, | 

He's gone, and he's welcome—there's nothing to 
Pay. 


7 : 


. 


PLAYING AT CARDS FOR KISEES, 


T cribbage, Tom and Phillis plav'd 
For kiſſes, and ſhe takes would hold; 
He won ſhe ſaid ſhe would be paid — 
. In feign'd furprize he thus her told: 


Tu abt be ſerv'd fo, on my word; ; 
* Your honor, Miſc, you now have brake; 2 
« What, keep my —_— how abſurd!” . 


When ſhe in ſmiling rage thus ſpoke : 


00 It ſeems you're in a wrang ling mood, 

t > r 
| «« Sir, take your kiſſes, be ſo good, 
To give me all my own again.” 


Twas done! they play'd once more — ſhe won, 
5 And for payment Tom implores ; 


„ Dear Phil he) I'll pay you none, 
os fn bs hop dg Gods 


"All Four 3 and every 


Had an 
Who e 
as loſer paid with 


TY 
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n 


NANCY 1 HAVE LOST MY WIG. | 


ANCY an 
N Did — 7 wlll 
2 Powder'd well » with curls ſo big, 

I ſhall ſure grow craz : : 
How my ſcull it firſt forſook, 
It is paſt recounting, 

The wind away it took, 

In the air high mounting. 


Never ſhall I fee one more, 
That is equal to it, 

Not the lawyer's twell'd before, 

Wich its three tails to it: 
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Does you'll find ſurround it : 
Nancy if you find my wig. 


| or, | | BT 


e 


THE CAXON., 


A Burleſque. 


Have you ſeen my caxon ? 
ride of ev'ry empty prig) 
was made by Jemmy Jackſon. 
I for it my hair fortook, HO 
Whoſe colour was a flaxen ; 
Ah! woe is me, how fad I look, 
Since I have loſt my caxon ? 


TI ARBERS, I have loſt my wig ! 


Some piſs burnt Spaniſh here and there, 
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S O NS. 


THE FISHMONGER'S LAMENTATION. 


Have you ſeen my Sarah? 
he pride and comfort of my life, 
My kind, my beſt, my dear-a ! 
She went out this arternoon 
Ahl that I knew whither! 
FFI thought her in the moon, 
C ſe me, bu: I'd go thither ! 


But I'll firſt my Sarah ſeek 
All around the city; 

Tears bedew me while I ſpeak ! 
Fiſhwives do me paty ! 

Lay, oh! lay your baſkets by, 
You vociterous ſounders— 


Fine: I have loſt my wife! 


s ON G. 
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There was Howard, and Coward, and Bidd, 
With Richard and Nouble Clack too; 
Each mouth it moſt certainly did 
Confoundedly turn all aſkew. 


To the left ſtood the mouth of old Coward, 
Miſs-Bridget's bent always below, 
= ——_— fide ſcrew'd Maſter — 
ut Dick's pouted u muſt 3 
Dame Double Clack's Tos © td mouth 
(And her lips they were terrible thick) 
It neither ſtood weſtward nor ſouth, 
So ſhe always cou'd anſwer. you quick. 


Maſter: Dick en che day he was wed, 
Pi his beautiful bride, 


lighe in 
They determined w bring it 
So each of them gars it a puff. 
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She quickened the candles bright flame, 
As well as if ſhe'd been a maid; 
So now to conclude my ſhort ſon g. 
v. e11 wiſh the young coup'e Godſpeed; 
Succeſs to their wiſhes e er long, 


To keep up the beautiful breed. 


s ON G. 
TEE MAD FAMILY. 


HERE was a mad-man, he had a mad wife, 
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0 N G. 


GAYLY TAILY FLUM. 


L525 a bloſs of the town, and Ned is my flaſh, 


taily flum : 


With the beft of the beims my head is high det. 


G flum, 
„. as well as the beſt, 


Wath my gayly, &c. 
From fam'd age unto Temple-bar, 


um: 
1 ee gere my . 
With my gayly, &c. | 


I met with filor who uri me the wink, 


Gayly, taily flum : 
We went to a tavern.I mac'd all his d 


With my gayly, &c. | 


If the Watch or nn 
3 

uce 

With my gaily, Cc. . 


But if that chance I ſhould pike to mill-doll, 
Gayly flom: 
a are 


SONG. 


3 
e 
LINCO's TRAVELS. 


Sung by Mr. King. 


CHORUS OF SHEPHERDS. 


Welcome, Linco, welcome 
Welcome Linco, &c. 


LINCO. 
a4 am I that I'm come, 
e that m ce 
in countries rare, 
Seem fuck Sights, d make you tare! 


| cnonvs. 
Happy are we, &c. 


| onrenvnDs. 
Tell us, tell us! TE 
| LINCO, 
| Gave me tie? 
SHEPHERDS. 
Tell us, tell us ! 
| LINCD, 
Gire me air, to blow my bellows. 
9 1 SHEPHBED9. 
Tellus tell ws! 


ELCOME, Linco, welcome home, 
Welcome, Linco, welcome home, 


LINCO 


] 
{ 
] 
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LLINCO. 
Give me air! 
SHEPHERDS. 


Tell us, tell us! 


Lix co. 
A moment ſpare 


SHEPHERDS. 


Never, never more I'l] wander, 

(Simple, ſimple, filly gander) 

From my flock, and cackling friends ' 
From my flock, &c. 


I faw ſprightly France, that nation ſo gay, 
Where = fing and they dance all their — 


For with fol de rol, lol de rol, Ia la la, 
Fol de rol, lol de rol, la la la, 
They fing and they dance all their forrews away, 
Sing and dance all their ſorrows ard 

Thus, thus they drive ſorrow away ! 


De Germans ſo brafe, 
Not a {mile muſt come near; 
When dey laugh, they. are graaf, 
Tis dus mit Mynheer, - 
For with down de ron, down de ron, de ron down, 
Down de ron, down de ron, de ron down, 


When 
e 4 Sno mg 


* 
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40 Lixeo. 
The Italian ſo fly, 
Has one ſimple plan, 
On your purſe keeps his eye, 
And his hand if he can. 
If you fol de rol, tol de rol, la ra la. 
Then they Il tol de rol, tol de rol, la ra la: 
On your purſe keep their eye, 
And their hand if they can; 
Their eye, their hand, and both, if they can; 
Si, i Signior if they can. 


But the Engliſh (ſtrange folks!) 
Are my greateit delight ; 

They ſcold, and they joke, 

Shake hands, and then fight; 

nnr N 


For he has but a flimſy brain, 
Who wanders far from home; 
See nine in ten of I 

Who run the nations o'er, 
— than =. ae 
Tho? pert and gay, &c. 
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I'll take my country as a wife, 
For better and for worſe ; 
For nine in ten of Engliſhmen, 
Who run the nations ver, 
Tho? pert and gay, yet pray are they 
Much wiſer than before? 
For nine in ten, &c. 


While I can ſee ſuch ſights as theſe, 
And ſuch a harveſt bring, 

And while I can my betters pleaſe, 

For ever will I ing, 

That nine in ten of Engliſhmen 
Who chooſe abroad to roam, 
Among mankind will never find, 
The worth they leave at home. 


; — | 
Ss ON G. 
| H= you not heard of Billy Pringle's Pig, 


*T was not very little nor yet big; 
hen twas alive it liv'd in clover, Nw 


But now tis dead and that is all over. | 


. 3 Billy Pringle—he 
Sat down and cry'd, 
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S O N G. 
| THE SAILORS DELIGHT. 


OME all my brave lads, away quickly come, 
At the ſound of the fife, wy A of a drum; 
We'll fight for Royal George if we die by our gun, 
On board of a Man of War. | 


All you that are in limbo for drinking of good ale, || + 
Come and enter with us we've a ſweet and pleaſant 
gaie ; 4 
We'll pay of all your debts wich a flying top tail, 
On board, &c. 


W er jock, and cur pentuacs we'll let 
And fight the French and Spaniards, if any we 


come nigh ;z 


4 2 E 
. 


„ e ver ploving of th 


A Spaniſh gal galloon we may chance for to meet, 
P 5 7 


When dhe heads i is e chan wa chat Ho den 
= — os 


3 p jolly Gllore fgend their lives, 


MELTON OYSTERS. 


HERE was a clever, likely laſs, 


„ And ſhe did get her livelihood ; _ 
By crying Melton Oyſters. . 


2, She bore her baſket on her head 
at In the genteeleſt poſture ; 
And ev*ry day, and ev'ry night, 

She cry'd her Melton Oylters. 


. 
e 

I e r. 
Would buy her Melton Oyſters. 


of He ſaid, Young damſel with me, 
| * Indeed I'm no i ox 

But the kept bawling in his cars, 
Come buy my Melton Oyſters. 


At length reſolv'd with him to 
Whatever it might coſt her, * 
| And be no more oblig'd to cry, 


Come buy my Melton Oyfters. 


And now ſhe is a lady gay, 
For gate has loſt her; 

hs goes — 7. 
No more cries * 


R 


Juſt come to town from Glo'ſter; 


TS 
= S ON G, 


Sung by Mr. Edwin, in the Coftle of Audalafa. 
AIR—PADRILLO., 


* I have, and I am his man, 
dreary dun, 

And he'll get x with an fall as he can, | 
With a haily, 

: Gaily, 

q Gambo raily, 

Gi 

Niggling, 

VET pg draggle-tail a 4. 


. un; 
1 and we rode away, 
With aur haily, &c. 


_ We canter'd along until it grew dark, 
1 Galloping dreary dun; 

* The nightingale ſung inſtead of the lark, 
With her haily, &c. 


We met with a Friar, and afk'd him our way, 
Galloping dreary dun; 
By the Lord, —— 
Wh your haily, &. 


Our journey, 1 fear, will do us no god. 


= dun; 
3 We wander ike the babes the wood, | 
8920. 


, c PI 
o — vs S. — - ' My 
„ - 4 * " * 
4 1 ” E 


My 


| And ſhe's of the feminine gender. | 


© 8 3 
maker's a fighting, and I'll take a peep, 
"” CRT ID ro: Attn 
But now I think better better go to ſleep, 
With my haily, &c. 


Sang by Mr. Edwin, in the Agreeable Surprize. 


I love a laſs, 
As a cedar tall and ſlender ; 
Is her nom tive caſe, 


CHORUS 


| A nymph divine ? | 
Her voice as a flute is dulcis; 
Her oculus bright, 


. - : 
— * + 


corum, 
653+, K 2 


Tow ard Brother JACK. 


Ton. OW goes it brother Jack ? b: 54 
H {> > 

I ſeen but your back, 

D—n me if I'd have known you, ” 
-« - SY 


| Jack. What che old mefſmate Tom ? 
You look as if you'd cry now, 
But [ have news from home, 


Since cur brave gallant Redecy, 
Has ſhewn the French ſome play, 
It is now peace my kiddy ; 


And fo we'll drink away, 
| To Rodney. 


2 Hurza! my hearty cock! 


For this news damn all ſorrow, 
I'll pawn my ſhirt and frock, 

But FI get drunk tomorrow, | 

| Hearty cock ! 
1 - | Fack. 
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ack „When all the hips are paid, 
Well lead a merry life boy ; 
Blood! then how we'll parade, 
With ev'ry one his wife boy, 
| — candy 


Tow, Nay ſome will have their 
They'll be ſo © — 


empty flaſhing ſporters, 
. Ur 


Companions to their 
Nox proud then, 


Ga. Our add ah 
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Fack. Amongſt the d——n'd odd ſcenes, | D 
You'll fee in jails and cages, | 
Lieutenants of marines, —— 
And deer mates on on ſtages, | 
D——ao'd odd ſcenes. 


Tow, The fieward dirty flave, 
That us'd to cheat us daily, 
Will fill remain a knave, 


W 
as 


' Beth. Thats then back, 
Aud dak < reſt and great 
1 Hood, and 


to flow ; 
« lack, 


21 Buck! | 


-. © 6 a 
Pg [5 * 4 
[2 - . ; 
$5 0 *% * 8 8 


s O N S. 


THE JOLLY WATERMAN, 
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He look'd fo neat, and row'd ſo ſteadily, 
The maidens all flock'd in his boat ſo readily ; 
And been i the young rogues wth charming an 


. That this waterman neter was in want of a fare. 


What fights of fine folks he oft row'd in his wherry 

*T'was clean'd out fo neat,and ſo painted withal - 
He was always firſt oars, when the fine city ladie:, 
In a party to Ranelagh went, or Vauxhall. 
e g and leering 
But 'twas all one to Tom, their gibing and jeering; 
For loving, or liking, he little did care, | 
For this waterman ne'er was in want of a fare. 


And-yer, but wo fee k aps age 
O_o 
He was pl Va by a Kd 


n 
g of nothing at all, 

2 | 
That ſhe ſmil'd, 2 in 2 | 
did fall. 4 
. . 
He'd wed her to-night, before it was marrow;  * 


And how ſhould this waterman ever know care, 
When he's marry'd, and never in want of a fare ?- 


tomnag.' = 


THE MEDLEY. 
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And faith, nothing elſe but a ſong; 
; A, ſon 2 a fon .* 
And faith, =. g elſe but a fong. 


The parſon ſo grave, 
| Says your ſoul he will fave, - 
And point the right way from the wrong, 
After piouſly teaching, 
And }ong-winded preaching, 
And puts off his flock with a ſong, &c. 


The doctor he fills | 

You with bolus and pills, 
With aſſurance to make you live lon 

5 But believe me *tis true, 

The guinea's in view, 


And the reſl it is all but a ſong, &c. 


The ſurgeon ſo bold 
His lancet doth hold, 

And ſlaſhes your body along; 
Small wounds he enlarges, 
To fill up your N * 

His art like the reſt is a ſong, &c. 


The ſoldier he rattles 
Of ſieges and battles, 
And actions that he's been among; 
His preferment and ſpirit 
Are both like his merit, 
You ſee they are bought for a ſong, &c. 
The mafter he cries, 


See the clouds how they riſe, 
Up aloft, my briſk lads, it blows ſtrong ; 


8 


* 
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Boy, make us ſome flip, 
And I'll warrant the ſhip 
Will ſoon reach her port, is his ſong, &c. 


Vers'd in quirks and in quibbles, 
The lawyer he ſcribbles, 

And moves his me:iifluous tongue; 
*T wixt demur and vacation, 
He'll raiſe expectation, 

Then fink your eſtate to a ſong, &c. 


The merchant 1s bent 
On his twenty per cent, 
To him journal and ledger belong; 
. Commiſhon with charges, 
His profit enlarges, 
Till his balance may end in a ſong, &c. 


With powder and lace, 


And effeminate face, 


. 


The gentle vet, 
| „ 
In the morn if her toilet be wrong ; 
The whole day the will paſs 
To conſult her dear 
And at night die away with a ſong, &c. 


The ſurly old prude, 

She will ſay you are rude, 

Z oe 0 CO OO Onng 6 
p | 
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Zut take her aſide, 


— | 


Tho! S 


Then let us be jolly, 

Drive hence melancholy, 
Since we are brave fellows among; 

Taſte life as it paſſes, 


S O N . 
| THE SAILORS VICTORY. 


Soldier and a Sailor, 

A Tinker and a Taylor, 
Had once a doubtful ſtriſe, Sir 
To make a maid a wile, Sir, 


To lick her lips at men, Sr, 
Or gna 
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The Soldier ſwore by thunder, 
He lov'd her more than plunder, 
And ſhew'd her many a ſcar, Sir, 
That he had brought from far, Sir, 

With — her ſake : 
The taylor thought to pleaſe her 
With offering her his meaſure. 
The Tinker too with metal, 
Said he would mend her kettle, 


And ſtop up ev'ry leak. 


| But while theſe three were prating, 
The Sailor flily waiting, 
Thought if it came about, Sir, 
That they ſhould all fall out, Sir, 
He then might play his part. 
And juſt een as he meant, Sir, 
they went, Sir, 
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Contented he work'd and he thought himſelf happy 


If at night he could purchaſe a cup of brown nappy, 
_ He'd laugh then and whiſtle, and ſing too moſt 


Saying j uſt to a hair I've made both ends meet. 
Derry down, down, &c. 


But love the diſturber of high and of low, 
That ſhoots at the peaſant as well as the beau, 
He ſhot the poor cobler quite thorough the heart 
J wiſh it had hit ſome more ignoble part. 

Derry down, down, &c. 


It was from a cellar this archer did play, 

Where a buxom young damſel continualiy lay, 

* Her eyes ſhone ſo bright when ſhe roſe ev'ry day, 

That ſhe not the poor cobler quite over the way. 
Derry down, daun, &C. 


He ſung her love ſongs as he ſat at his work, 

But ſhe was as hard as a Jew, or a Turk, 

W ben ever he ſpoke ſhe would flounce and would 
fleer, 


Which put the poor cobler uite into * | 
He tcok up his awl that he had in the world, 
And to make away with himſelf was reſolv'd . 
He pierc'd chro' his body inſtead of the ſole, 
So the cobler he dy'd and the bell it did toll. 
Derry down, down, &c. 
And now in good will I adviſe as a friend, 
All coble.s take notice of this cobler's end, 
Keep your hearts out of love, for we find by what's 
* paſt. 
e MW 00 000 8 


Frae Scot and he ame 
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s ON G. 
The Medley, or a Dißb of all Sorte. 


UARDIAN angels now me | 
From the man that I love, tho“ my heart I 
diſguiſe, 
I can freely diftinguiſh— 
The Sun — the Eaft, tips the mountain with 
d 
And the | ve all ſpangled— 
With woman and wine, I defy ev'ry care, 
For life wirhout theſe, 15— 
An old ſong made by an ancient old pate, 
All the gir's within the town, 
The black, the fair, the red, the brown, 
That dance and prance it up and down, 
There's none like 
Bra' John O'Bute, was a bonny muckle man, 


In pennance for paſt folly, 
A pilgrim b.ythe aud jolly, 
A'foe to 
The four and twentieth day of May, 
Of ali days ia tae year, fir, 
When ti: trees are all bore, not a leaf to be ſeen, 
| -— hae mica. ows 8 nave loſt; 
all u-ture, di of her mantle of green,— 
By ti fide - a great kitchen fire, 
A ſcullion compluming was lard ;; 
A pu: ding was —— -- 
All in he Do ens, the fleei was moor d, 
* urcamers waviug in t. e n, 
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When black-ey'd Suſan came on board, 
Oh ! where mall 1 my true · love find : 
Tell me——— 


„ e Hi John, I wonder what you 


, to fit fo late at e en 
"can't tell what, ef 
And moraing came on $00, as grey as & rat 3 
Cocks and hens from their rooſts did fly, 
_ Granting pigs too leave their ſtye; 
Down in a vale, Ciſs with her pail, 
Met her true love dapper Harry, 
Firſt they kiſt, then ſhook fiſt, 
And look'd like 
A certain preſbyterian pair, 
Was wedded tother day 
And when the lambs were laid in bed, 
The paſtor came to pray. 
Then fy let us a 'to the wedding, 
For there will be lilting 
There was once it was faid ; 
Burt it's out of my head ; 
And more ſo, yet true is my tale, 
"A oxitvs quad Ind! Jn he Ge of 
in time of vacation, 
When cabbage was ſcarce, and when pocket was 


Lane. 


1 


I'm old mad Tom, behold me; 
a Ni wits are quite unfram'd; 
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I'm mad I'm ſure, and paſt all cure, 
Nor hope to be reclaim'd—— 
teas” pra he rules the roaſt 1 in 


He's a fool if ke thinks, 


The world is a jumble of nonſenſe and fun, 
And life's run away. with, ere tis well begun; 
Like this motly ſong, tis the farce of a day, 
Which aptly concludes with a tal de ral la. 


From ſorrow to mirth, we inconſtantly range, 
No mortal on earth, but is ſond of a change; : 
Then while you have ſun, I adviſe you make hay, 
And always make ture of your tal de ral la. 


Look round in the world and vou: H conſtantly find, 
As odd ſort of couples as ever I bind: 


eds ai and the grave takes the 
All agen, to mirth, and it's ea! de ral l. 


Ye droll ſort of mortals who laugh at my ſong, 
8822 thankful you're not in the 

| you that are ſad, ISI 
Then take a fall iwing at your a1 
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1 love you for your ſparrow mouth, 


* For in an am'rous cloſe, 
There's room on either fide to kiſs, 
And nc'er offend the noſe. 


T love you FOE pudding waiſt ; 
If you a taylor lack, 

We need not "lend to France for him, 
We'll fit you with a ſack. 


I love you for your copper noſe, 
The feature's ne er the worſe ; 

I find the u etal in the face, 
Lou wanted in the purte. 


I love you for your rotten teeth, 

A fine new fancy'd grace, 
. in the mouth, 

. *Tis common on the face. 


I love you for your blubber lips, 
In them I thrift propoſe, 

Far dripping- ans they're for your eyes, 
for your noſe. 


A le SO NG in low Life. 


the fide of a green ſtagnant pool, 
e But: uſt Von ihe lat — head, 
matted o. ks frizzled her ſcull, 
As briſtles the hedge hog beſpre.d ; 
While the wen *r d her tatters abroad, 


Her . ſhy brohz d beauties reveal'd; 
. e ro the wud, 


. 2 4 SONG. 


And ſwine-like on dirt Sake « fant: 
To a Hottentot offals have charms, 


Ob, my love, thof I cannot well jaw,” 


This plyer at play-houſe 
eee 
«« As to kiſs is the lips of my Nan:“ 
e 
gave rĩb- ucczing 3 
In a duft-hole IA cuddle 2 * 
Aye Blaſt me ! tho bit by the bugs. i | 
Full as black as themſelves, now the K) 
To the South of the hemiſphere lour', 
To finiſh love's feaſt in the dry 
To a table they haſtily ſcour'd, 
While rats round them hungry explor'd, 
And cobwebs their canopy grace, 
Undaunted on litter they ſnor'd, 


ES OT OO En, 


Nring ſome to walk and ſcower, 
Due h be ve, 
Haſte, O hafte, mine lofly fair, 


Vie I curl and pinch my air. 


Dammoſeina neat, Oe. 


Vid mine fiddel I' deiighe ye, 

Muſic charms will ſure invite ye, 5 

- Come, O come, mine Dammoſcina, 

. To your faithful 
Oh! O_—-! 

Dainmekiaz next, oc. 


©. 
RECITATIVO., 
Vas ever man before in ſuch a plight : 
Vat muſt Ido? to-night is op'ra night 
But hark |—TI hear her knocking at de door, 
Come in you little, pretty, ſaucy ore. 


| ITALIAN 41. She, 


Eh ! Seignior vat you call a me? 
If you ſay ſuch vorts encore, 
Ivill cuff and maul ye, 
Pl teach you call me ore, 
I'll teach you, c. 
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Ir 
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TUB MILITARY LANGOLES. | 1 

HE Parli'ment in its great wiſdom afſembled, I. 
Reſolv'd upon making old Ireland's trade 1 

The 8 debated, the ladies all rrembled, 8 


Langolee ! a free trade's in motion, | 
Each ſoft fighing maiden will have her lov'd potion, 
*T will brace her much tighter than Goular@'s fam'd 


lotion, | | 


From the Nore up to London each bank of the 

O'erſpread with fair nymphs the dear ſtranger to ſee, 

| rr 
Their noon and night, is of Lan 

Langolee! what numbers will ſuc to him, 

e him, 

And Cupid's fair pilots will ever be true to him; { 

For a fav'rite of fortune is Langolee. 


In Germany, Flanders, Spain, Holland, and Nuſſia, 
When war calls aloud, he is ſure for to be, 
Like Charles the Twelfth, or the fam'd King of 


Pruſſia, | 
Poſts of danger beſt ſuit with fierce Langolee, 
Langolee! to ruſh ſo ward his trade is, 
For Venu:, or Mars, he a reſolute blade is, 
ac er turns his back on the foe, or the ladies, 
Fer a ſoldier of fortune is Langolee. Q 


uo 
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In the army a volunteer always he's counted, 
And fit for an action, whatever it be; 
If the foe's to be charged, or the breach to be 
W. is Langolee, 

upon is | 
Lengelne?! their works he <ll Banter, 
Their abbatis and chevaux-de friſe too he'll tatter, 
And a breach he can equally ſtop up or batter, 
. 


S oo = 
Tune—Dufty Night. 
HEN firſt a maid within her breaſt 


2 np ne 
a ſomething break 
3 

A hufband *tis ſhe wants: 
Naw ciger goon. an 


grown, at Gght of man 


Old maid*s 2 — 
Zut Miſs much — much better knows. 


8 0 N G. 
THE CHOICE SPIRIT 'S LOTTERY. 


© cient hin a ville xive ms leave, 
A _— FI advance that ſhall a +a 


Y 


"Tis wine va + that roodom we deen maintain, | 
The flave fill 4vith clarer: his chain; 
— ende ie cus faith. © 


9 


8 N My * — 
1 = * * - 
%. | 8 2 * 1 — 
. | - | A - 
* , ” - — 


3 
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The have vnin 2 UgTO0G cyan, 

The preacher delivers Ko precepts @ fas 

The preacher deli is es ſo fine, 

Replete with the pow'r giving juice of the vine. 
Then our lottery attend, all who love friſk and fun, 
You are ſure of a prize, for no more than a crown: 
Apollo and Bacchus here join 


Ye ſons of the turf, leave your tricking and hes, 
The whole courſe is a blank—here you're ſure of 2 


prize. 


THE CHAMBERMAID, - 


iſt | > 
IN oc aned blade, 


Had long confeſs d a frong delve 
To kiſs the chamber-maid, : 
To kifs the chamber - mad: 


One ſummer's noon, quite full of glee, SC: 


5 


And ſoftly wiſh'd, none can deny, 
She'd been the chamber-maad ; a 

When all was o'er, poor Betty cry 
"Lied Sir, I'm much afraid, x tos. 

That woman there will tell your bride, 


You've kiſsꝰd her chawber-maid. 


The *ſquire conceiv'd a lucky thought, 
Tus the might not + 

And inſtantly the lady brought, 

Were he had kiſs'd her maid; 
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INE ladies may tell us 
They have pretty fellows, 
little Cupid —his quiver, and dart; 
But when love's only by, 
Not a prude will deny, 
That man tho" a tyrant's the lord of her heart. 
So bewitching a creature ! 
So noble each feature! 
My n 
Then how can I conceal 
What my eyes will reveal? 
That he mut, and he will be the lord of my heart. 


2 


S O N 6. 
15 2 — wy N. K 
And kept a very plentiful bouſe at « very plentiful | 
Wah «good old porter 10 relieve-the poor at bis 
Moderaion, moderation, O wonderful moderation? 
With = good. lady, whoſe anger =, good word; 


_—_ eee eee 
men, or pages ; 

But every quarter paid her old ſervants their wages, -J 
And - kept. twenty or thirty old men in 22 
| „ and badges PEB | Moderation, n 1 
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With an old library fill'd full of learned old books, 


And a reverend old chaplain, you might know him 
by his looks, 

An old 4 hatch worn off the old hooks, 

And a good old kitchen that maintains half a dozen 
good cooks. 

Moderation, &c. 


. e hall hung round with guns, pikes, and 


bows, 
And old ſwords and bucklers, which had bors many 


With - ont df ecton aaa Chthoes laces, 
p 7 ͤ„¶ his * 22 
3 — 
| es ae a pack of 
Wich - which he ne'er hunted but on his own 


And when he &y'd left each child a ee A 


£ SI Moderation, e. 
- e his Mouſs and | — 


9 — 


f W „ of 
3— 


_ who had juſt taken poſſeſſion 

| of his 

He took up a thouſand pounds upon his own bond ; 
Kept _ or two of creatures at his own com- 


I And drinking at taverns *till he could neither ſit or 


Wits ao tr ati ted ties 
a eas ono or bs 


| Who kept # dozen or sv of fans to play the wamton 


And half a dozen drefics made of horks manes and 4 
cow tail hair. | 
Alteration, e. 


With a new —— fall of pamphlets and : 


And a new faſhion'd fort of a chaplain who ſwears | 

faſter than he prays ; : 

ag / > oxy chat opens but once in 
Us | 

ie. as wk e kick - 
maus and toys, - 


7 * | With } 


_— 
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With a new hall built juſt where the old one ſtood, 


In which was never ſren fire, either of turf, coal or 
wood ; 
It was hung round with rictures which did the poor 
little good. 
The ſubject — wars all profane and lewd. 
Rr 1 


1 


Wich 1 

In a poſt chaiſe for London we muſt be gone, 

And „ —— 
| oh 

Who relieves the poor with a thump on the back 


with a ſtone, 


| 6 
In order to attend my Lord's Levee in the morn ; 


In borſe-racing, n 
| r conſumes health, 9 


days. 2 


New titles are bought with bis fathers old gold, 

For which many of his Sacker's 44K 
were ſold, 

Which is the reaſon moſt men do hold, + -- 


— F growa % 
Alteration, alteration, o wonderlal alteration. 
=_— SONG. 


E 
8 0 N G. 
THE SAILOR'S SETURS 
E plowing the ocean and thraſhing Mon- 
In Old Eogland we're landed once more; 
Your hands, my brave ſhipmates, halloo boys, what 


cheer, 


For a ſailor that's juſt come on ſhore ! 


Thoſe hetoring blades thought to ſcare us, no 
dou 


And to cut us and flaſh us —Morblien ! 
But hold there, avaſt! they were plagucly out, 
We have fic's them and Por them too. 


Then —_ my hearts, . 


Von invaders ſhall ſoon do you right; 
| The hon may rouze when he hears the cock crow. 
But ſhould never be put in a tright. | 


| You've only to ſhun your confabicel jars, 
Your damn'd party and idle conteſt ; 
And let all your ftrife be, like us honeft tars, 
Wno ſhall — Tos country the belt. 


: | A ſea-faring ſpark, if the maids can affect. 
b Bids the ſimpering gypñes look to'r ; 


- Sound n 
Aud our pockets well lailen wo door. 


IL 3 Te 


| 
N 
7 
L 


bim ;—fo, when the ſwabber rigg'd the 


1 the would go as faſt upon any tack, as a Folkſtone 


am} - 
The landſman, mayhap, in the way of diſcourſe, 
Have more art to perſuade, and the like ; 
But *ware thoſe fair colours, for better for worſe, 
Is the bargain we're willing to ſtrike. 


Now long live the king, may: he proſperous reign 
Of no power, no faction afraid; E 
May Britain's proud flag ſtill exult o'er the main, 
At all points of the compaſs diiplay'd. 
No quickſands endanger, no ſtorm overwhelm ; 
Steady, ſteady and ſafe may ſhe fail ; 


No ignorant pilots cer fit at the helm, 


uk SAILOR's DESCRIPTION OF A HUNTING, 


om to fee my father the other day, he 


ax'd me to take a voyage a hunting with 


zey brought me one to tow myſelt on board of 
rr trim, 


2 a. ſtone; 
the fo 


* 3 W e * — n a6 2 


* 


1 223 J 
. 
THE FOUR NATIONS. 
N vain do poets firive to ſing 
The hero, patriot, and king, 
That bleſs Great Britain's iile ; 
The taſk's too great for any one, 


Except 2 Homer, or Milton ; 
All, want both words and ſtyle. 


Engliſbman. 
Hark ! how the drums and trumpets ſound, 
While Engliſhmen are bravely crown'd 
With laurels ev'ry where ; 
See, meagre, frighted, Frenchmen run 
From thund'ring, roaring, Engliſh gun : 
To ſhun death and deſpair. 


See, crowds of volunteers, each day, 


Who fing, to Granby haſte away, 

ODur honour to maintain; 

Convince Monfieurs that we are free, 

In church, in ſtate, in liberty; 
Lords of the land and main. 


ine whe cunmbere that wnnre the bak i 
Methinks a Welſhman, let hur fpeak: | 
Old Briton, what d'ye {ay ?— 


Ielcbman. J 
Why, hur name it is Taffy, and look ye here now, 
Hur's left her own wife, hur own ſon, and hur cow; 


And hur wiſh hur may never go home to hur houſe, | 
Tull bur makes the French dogs ſhit ſo ſmall as a 


La For 
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For a Weliiman can ne'er live at home at hur eaſe, 

While Frenchmen do rob hur of hur putter and 
cheels : 

For Shenkin ap Morgan, and David ap Shoes, 

ere never yet fearſul of breaking their pones. 


Fes, Taffy will fig ht, cotſplutter a- nails, | 

Fer hur King, and bur Queen, and hur own Prince 
of Wales ; 

Ard Sawney will help hur, whats heart will ne'er 
fails 


Te ight with a proad ſword ſo _ as a flail 


Scotchman. 

Breethers what are ye about ? 
_— dee makes aw this rout ? 

er the ſeas, and o'er the lands, 
Cher up my lads, gie me your hands : 
In me you fall a brother find, 
- De'el dam me an? I tay behind; 
My braid ſword fall gie them law, 
Oer the hills and far awa'. | 


When we meet. Frenchmen face to face, 

They rin awa', we gie them chace ; 

_ *h# purſue them like the lads 

- Tons and ate 2 
* 4 or empty, drunk or dry ; 

er valleys low, of = py dg i 

E 2 
lp * ze gr wen ri . 


" hams 
. Our 


is = cogus and Jet we Ling 


Ang 
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Iriſpman. 
And Teague bears a chorus, who never did fail 
To fight tor Old England —ſing Grannywale ! 
E x * oa adies 
Whack tal de ral. c. 
Agas ful de rol, Ic. 
Befides farrel lol lol, Ic. 


. 
ſhie 
I'm the firſt in the battle, the laſt in the field; 
And Frenchmen ſwear, nothing can fright a 
| brigade, 

So much, as the r 


eague. 2 
Mufoa tal de rol, Ss. 


J value no Sackville, no ſhitſack, or louſe, 
Who ſtrove to break open my mother's old bouſe ; 
ver diladie hos pencet dies » rogue to his face; 
—— can? & JOE is now in diſgrace. 

">: AMuſoa tal de rol, Je. 


was wy harp, „ 


* © 
a ng 
* 
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With hems, or with haws, I ne'er mean to rebale, | 
2 you the thing, the thing. 
Aad eged fre, I'll give you the thinge 


Conceited, our beaus arm in arm walk the ſtreet, 
In idleneſs, taking full ſwing ; 


Each levels his glaſs, when a lady they meet 
© There's a fine girl, faith Only fo fo, Tom'— 

© But look what a ſhape'=—* Oh, monffirous!'—— 
1 a handiome foot 4y, and 
at the end of it — Yes, the well 
| hind feet * Oh! ratme if ſhe is not 
3 1 che thy 
And if handſome they ſwear ſhe's the thing. 


1. e with joy, views the hare in full 


| be eng 


_ ieed; 


© Hoicks ! hoicks ! ne et forward 
© there, he voe, he voe, he voe, hark, hark, hark, 
Etouch him Rover, ſee ho and 
Hark forward my lads tis the thing —the thing. 
| . 
OM woney and r? 
+ < Joon nd Jl 
Pretenders to mukic, iſe ev'ry air, 
With ppm my 


« Jwoney—Jwoney—duf ta hear that ?—* de- 
| 7 3 7 2 we 
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man wacken tha” it's about robin reed breaſt 
5 0 AE on t, or 'at wwe ga” 
. 

< For efackins lad this is the thing. the thing, 
"on depend, but ſhe's gi'en us the thing. 


At Smithfield the jockey his Nag will commend; 
What a ſhape ; why he's fit for the King, 


He's foend wind and fimb, re 
And 


There's a neck like a rainbow, and a fore end 
like a fortification ; he was got by Pluto, and 

* bred by Lord Whitlejackes ;—his dam by 
* Hedge's Barbariav, his grandam by Coney 
0 „ Skins, his great grancam by Jack Ketch, his 

« great great grandam by Corporal Trim, his 

great great great grandam by Potatoes, whoſe 
* own dam's dam was the dam of Denmark.” 
And for ſpirits he's really the thing —bec ! hec! - 
See, for ſpirits he's really zhe thing. | 


The cocightzrs os, when chey match win. 


And = — Revee coat crows 8 
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| Jack Tar, full of glee, to the garden wil froll 
In fancy as great as a king 
There * on Moll Jean, and ſwears by his 


Moll, thou'rt as fine 2s the Admiral's 


a 3 — quite the thing, the 
Yes, rigg'd fore and aft, quite the thing. 


3 S8 O N G. 


THE COMICAL PARSON. 


F Heat, ark ak; nd be cud ol Cipher 
: er ſuſpected he e'er th tipſey, 


And when he had _— as drunk as ten Heare, 


I will riſe and will go to my father, he cry'd ; 
But ſtumbled and prov'd that he damnably lied., 
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He put on his ſurplice, and ſtagger'd down itairs 
Tho' not able to ipeak, yet reſole'd to reau pray'rs. 
Tol de rol, lol, &c. 


bn - es he came, and bow'd low on each 
| de 


Tol de rol, lol, &c. 


To the Pſalms then he got, but would not know | 
how, 

He ſpew'd on King David, and likely I trow, 

For he was as drunk as was Dawid s old ſow. 

Tol de rol, lol, &c. 


To the Colle he got then, with much heſitation, 
While the audience all were __ 


Inſtead of a pray'r came an ei 


And now with reſpect to the gowy and the band, 
How bravely muit flouriſh the church of this land, 


— pillars able to ſtand 
han | TE 


— ñꝶ— —ͤ—ͤ— | | 
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CAPTAIN AND uss. } 

S a certain young Captain, in ſcarlet ay, * 
W ſaunt ring along the cool meadow one 
W r © 2 
Like Vears bn beamy, N y 


„ 
Our hero, whom ſtory ſays took more 
To thruſt e 


Was ſtruck with her figure, as he had ſtruck her, 
, „ and ſervaat ſweet Sir. 


Derry down, &c. 


mutual, love's ſure of ſucceſs ; 
per'd ſomething, but what you may 


And the nymph, for they'll ſometimes be prudiſh 

now, 

Agreed not, deny'd not, but anfwer'd—high—ho ! 
Derry down, Sc. 

A grove was adjoining, this couple went there, 

But what foilow'd after I need not declare; 

n that her tongue was quite 


een thy fp, made » prey lun 


Derry down, &c. 
"The * bein der. ne cried, kiſs again, come; 
Au Io my by the ſound of the drum: 
. LH range the world o'er for ſuch pleaſure as this. 
ee a good health to „ and Miſs. 


. 


— 
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1 THE BEGGARS. 
1 * X . jo * , 


"Onco was # port ut Londen, 

I kept my heart ſtill full of glee; 

6 
trade to 

. 


11 

J once was an attorney at law, 
And after a knight of the poſt. 
Give me a briſk wench in clean ſtraw, 
And I value not who rules the roaſt. 
Tol de rol, &c. 


Make room for a ſoldier in buE, 
Who valiantly ſtrutted about? 
Till he fancy'd the peace breaking off, 
And then he moſt wiſely —1old out. | 
Tol de rol, &c. 


Here comes a courtier polite, Sir, 
Who flattered my lord to his face, 
Now railing is all his delight, Sir, 
Becauſe he miſs'd getting a place. 
Tol de rol, wo 


* 


J ſtill am ** 
My heart never yet felt a qualm; 


Tho? I can frolick and vapour, | 
And Gag any tone bu a plum, 3 
Tol de rol, &c. 


2 


„ 


La | 
I turn'&up my eyes when I pray'd, 5 
But my hearers had half ſtarv'd their teacher, 13 
For they believ'd not one word that I faid. . 
Tol de * | 

Whoe'er would be merry and free, EIS ads 
Let him lift, and from us he may learn: | 


In who ſhall you ſee 
Kar fo happy a6 we in a bl, 


Tal de rol, Se. 1 
so. 


11 
$ 0 M ©. 


MY LaDY'Ss KETTLE. 


olly Tinker, through the fireet 
A = warb'ling on in voice moſt ſweet, 
D' ye want a man of mettle * | 
With that my lady's maid ſept out, 
Hip, friend, quoth ſhe, I make no doubt 
ou'll top my lady's —kertle. 


He firſt examined well the Jaws ; 
Then out his implements he draws, 
With ſtore of laſting mertle ; 
Tho? tight he work d. ſpite of his foul, 
There ſtill remain'd a ſwinging hole, 
A hole in my lady 's kettle. 


. 
BRITONS RULE THE WAVES. 


HEN Britain firſt, at heav'n's command, - 
' Aroſe nr 1 
Aroſc. &c. | 
| tis is the hare, the charter of the land, 
l _ And angels ſung the ſtrain 3; 
1 R — — ; ny oem the waves, 
For Britons never will be ſlaves. 


The nations, not fo bleſt as thee, 
__ their turns to tyrants fall, 
F302 * : Whit 


Xs 


( 233 ] 
Whilft thou halt flouriſh, ſhall flouriſh great and 
free, 
The dread and envy of them all. 
Rule, Britannia, &c. 


Still more majeſtic ſhalt thou riſe, 
More dreadful from each foreign ſtroke, 
More dreadful, &c. 

As the loud blaſt that tears the ſkies, 
Serves but to root thy native oak. 

Rule, Britannia, &c. 


Thee haughty tyrants ne'er ſhall tame; 
A he . 


And work their woe, 9 
Rule, Britannia, &c. 


To thee rural reign, 
Thy . 
Thy cities, &c. 

AN thine thall ke, fhall be the fabjatt main, 0 


e 
Rule, Britannia, Britannia rule 0m 
*** | 


. $ONG. 
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THR . OF VENISON. 
A favorite Rondeau. 


kT OW we mighty men of London, 
| Crowd around the feſtive board ; 
All our coats and waiſtcoats undone, 
Io receive the ſumptuous hoard. 
Now the napkin to the chin is 
Tuck'd with more than wanted glee ; 
Faſter than our mouths fill we. 


>". By each, more than greecy paunch ; 

Still the veniſon's name is hallow'd, 

Nor thedainty lice of fat, is 
et the load of lean ; 

e waiters wonder what tis 
That o— ey mean. 

= Cho. we mighty men, &c. 


No the „ eam; 
Nor ſhall night itſelf enemt us, 
For of eaurg ſtill we dream. 
Haply, be that lives the week out, 
May his cating plan rene“; 
Proofs that what we write is true. 
__ Chorm, Now we mighty 1 


+ 

* — 
3 
w 4 


> 


2 


| : 
Wh 


mf 


men, &. 
SONG. 


He met black 
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_ THE FAIRING., 


S Roger the a l ſwaĩn, 
Was whilſthng and trudging it over t plain, 

ey d Suſan, whoſe dull maidenhead, 
Long had tir'd her more than the pail on her head. 


Deareſt Suſan, fail he, well met, in good time, 
I've a favecr wo alk, if it inner a crime, | 
Will you go, pretty maiden, with me to the fair, 
WO TEETER MAE eee 


The damſel reply'd, as ſhe ſtruggled to go, 
I ne'er grant men favours, — know, 


einne 
I want none of your fairings to in my hair. 


But Roger with kiſſes ſo well play'd his part, 


| He ſoon found the method to ſoften her heart; 
| © Grown kinder, the bluſh'd and cry'd, laft night 1 


ſwear, 
I dreamt of a fairing to flick in my hair. 


The lovers walk'd on . 
Where no one could fee but the arch god of love 
He laid her down gent;y, ſhe was not aware 
Of the fairivg he gave her that fiuck in her hair. 


+ Ye laſſes of Britain who ſigh and look wan, 
- | " And pine all 
| While frolick and free and good-natur'd you are, 


your life-time in ſecret for man, 


— 
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Ss Wit, Joke, and Humour, together were ſat, 
With liquor a plentiful rock, _ 
Still varying the ſcene with ſong and with. chat, 
The watchman baw?'d, * Paſt twelve o'clock, N 


At that hour, I've read, oft ſpirits d5 came, 1 % —_— 
And poor timid mortal: affright; 
Juſt then, in that inſtant, one entered the room, 


An ancient, pale acid meagre ſprite. 


The ENDS] and the candles burnt blue, 
it and Humour began then to ſtare : 
Cries out — friends, this 1s nothing 


Behold !—ſee is only old Care. 


$ | I bes be would tell us, *twas Time ſent him here, 
> Anil tell us 'tis time to be gone; 
Bat we'll tell him this, let him think what he dare, 


We'll lain kim Cre it be one. 


They uickly agreed, 8 went, 

* Reſolving of Care © get free ; in hey 

Wir mor'd'it—and firait cher all join 1 'd in conſent, 
0 Red S8. 


| Whole bumpers of claret they d rank off, | 

Ad fav ri F 

When Humour, well pleas d, Ker 
Quoth be, how Care {ooks now he's drown'd.. 
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When loud ſhouting began, huzza they all cry'd, 
We're rid of this troubleſome gueſt; 
Fill your bumper around, let this be your pride, 
To fing, laugh, and drink to the beſt. 


Now their blood running high at a conqueſt ſo 
ST 
To ſinging and drinking they fix ; ; 
With the ſun they aroſe, with ſpirits elate, 
And decently parted at fix. 


THE IRI-H WEDDING. 


HE prieſt of the pariſh rode his e baun, 
And married * his cer | 


* Me ted * avelcome 3 
— EI gely Our 
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* vas s Ellen and Roſeen and ore She, 


wes. 
There 
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There was tuff maddhy briſhea like gads [ 
And dipt ruſhes platted burn'd brighter than day, 


may ſay, 


_ Rare victuals in were ſet in a row, 
And neat wooden trenchers far whiter than ſnow. 


And you're welcome, Ac. 
There was 3 praſ- 


dale the renter entvins that oor you Gl fro, 
There was maſkans of butter iaid on not ſtruans, 
And good Iſkea-baha ferv'd up in quahaans. 

And you're welcome, Ic. 


| Take away the diſhes and platters Shancen, | 
Drink a health to the bride Shudurth a voorneen, 


Then the ſtruck up, we danc'd all in a ring, 
Each mai _— 
=”. And you're welcome Co 


Whenwefſella each man gave a 
? „ 


n we fend, our bats they did 


. poor piper had like to be chad 
—— Th. | 


When th bid ad bridegroom ey pull of 


rien, could: tand for the ſmell of their wes, 
, n 


„ a 


. 
17 5 


Le welcome, G.. ＋ 
We 


| 


| sl by ſea, 
| And court ſome rich hcireſs worth nothing at all. 


[Exch dap Lil atk Bert Parke 
Each moon; ſhiny 
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We kiſs'd and we parted, each man took his leave, 
The poor tir'd bridegroom look'd wonderful grave, 

So we all returned home contented and gay, | 

To our 1 and our milk pails till next holiday. 

You are welcome all of you, awelcume heartily 

Welcome Gramacree, aye by my troth. 
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PHEL1M'S RESOLUTION, 


how the people will fare, 
Fr 

won't on nor m no * 
Bat left I be weary, 1'll go in ten days. | 
Sing Ballinamone ora, 6c. 


Pil lodge at St. James's, or elſe at Bear-key, 
I'll feace at aſſemblies, play at cards at a ball, 


Sing Ballinamone ora, Ge. 


b 
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Each vight at the play i in the box I will ſhine, 
And tell ſome rich widow ſhe is more divine 
Than Piuto, or Vulcan, or the podd<f- of May, 
And with my fine ipreches her Heart I'll betray. 

| Sing Ballinamone cra, & * 


I'll arink her good health when I dinc every morn, 
And give her a fine filyer cup made of horn, 
I'li make verſes on her in proſe and in rhyme, 
And iend her two letters by poſt at one time. 

Sing Ballinamene ora, Ic. 


Eoch night at her toilet when ſhe riſes from bed, 
When the combs her hands, and waſhes her head, 
With my eyes very modeſt, I'll fare in her face, 
And tell * that my guts burn and blaze. 
Sing —— and; Se. 


I'll perſuade her to wed in a day or two more, 
— berimes 8 


; V 
The bells they ſhall beat, and the Gdcler ſhall fing, 


9 To Dublin I carry my charmer firaitway, - 


4 * are making of hay. 
* tt. 
re 


My Aunt Mac Mahon I'll invite to the feaſt, 
\ Where potatoes ard Metten for ſauce Ml be den, 
"np _ muito: of whiſky, in bumpers hall 


oi * (ary ae, tal! come 0 the how 2 1. 
N . rade 5 oe - 


e 


So leave off your raking, and marry a wi 


8 
So modeſt her air, and fo 
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THE PRIEST'S ADVICE. 


. ; 1 
* 


it's not a good 


But if you grow wicked, 
And then, my dear Darby, you're icttled tor life. 
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"I | " DARBY THE BEAU. 


> 


In town I ſhall cut a great daſh ; | 

| aſs the caſh ; 

| s, 1 | win 3 

ike the fate in, 

dice, and they re nick'd; 1 
;I fhall only be kick'd. 
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then a challenge Tu write; 
+7 IU ſure he won tight. 
A —ᷓ— — cal we £1, 
© minor er, eve ta | 
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COOD-MORROW TO YOUR NICHT-CAP. 


Seng by Mr. Edwin. 


.. , 


1 . . » " i * 
"I Wa 7 „ —_— i 3 N , 
" 3 * t „„ 4 p * 9 


* 8 8 


aw) . 
cc Beneath the honey. fackle, | 
The daiſy and the vi'let | 
% Compoie fo ſweet a truckle, 
«© They'll tempt you 3 
Sweet Sal and Bell — 
; Joe pleas d ſo ue. * 2 
* But hold, I muſt'nt kiſs and tell, 
— 1 So here Ive tid, . 
1  Gand-mortouto your iht-ap, 
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d 42 Loſs to a Friar came. 
las to a Friar came, 


